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"tis Royal H e 


F R E D ERIC K 
PRINCE of WALES. 


HO Pride "is her 1 Paton, yet a 
benevolent Expanſion of his Heart gives 
| nobler Title to the Homage of the Arts, 
( than all the Greatneſs of his Power to; propagate 
them, — Their RES YR is, (either Way) fo 
much Your Royal H ighneſs's unqueſtion d Due, 
that He, who asks your Leave to offer ſuch a Duty, 
| calls,in Aneſtion your Prerogative , ee 
his own Acknowledgments. 
They have not mark'd, with Penetration, the 
JbDi.ittinction of your Spirit, who dare look upon 
| you as Inclogd, - againſt the Acceſs of-. Sincerity.  * 
The Judgment, and Humanity, of Princes. are 
obſeur d, by Difficulties in approaching them. Nor 


/ can the Benefactors of Mankind be fo far incon- 
A 2 ſiſtent 


— = 
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ſiſtent with Themſelves, as to interpoſe-the Obſta- 
cles, of... Diſtance, or cold Ceremony, between their 
Goodneſs, and our Gratitude. 

Allow me, therefore, Sir, the Honour to pre- 
ſent ALZIRA to your Patronage : Diſclaiming (for 
myſelf) all Expectation of your. Notice Alt is juſt, 
that I ſhowd give up my own ſmall Pretenſions: 
But, M- V&tairg brings Title to your, Roya 
Highnels's Regard. . The Merit of h Work will 
recommend him, to your Judgment: And the 
Noble Juſtice he hay done HER MA IIZST 's 
diſtinguiſh*d Charafer, in his French Preface to 
this Tragedy, (Himſelf, mean while, a or eigner, 
and writing in a foreign Nation) will, perhaps, de- 
ſerve the Glory of the Sox's Partiality ; in Senſe 
of Reverence for the RoyaL MOTHER. 8 

"It were indeed, ſome Violation of RelpeR, and 
Gil; hot to! debote ALz1R A to the Hand, 
that honout?d her, in Public, with an Applauſe ſo 
' warm; and wet tity, in her Repreſentation on the 
Eng 214% Tfieatre. <= Here, Ms, de Voltaire enjoy'd 
the ee, due to Genigs | while his Herbie Cba. 
ratters; Ache fame Time, made evident the Force 
of Nature, when it operates upon reſembling Qua- 
lities. — When T ragedies are ſtrong in Sentiment, 
they will be J. auchſtönes 1 to their Hearet's Hearts. 
The Narrow, aud Inhumane, will be unatrentive, 
| or unmov” @: While Priricely Sp irits like your Royal 
Hightieſs's) (impelFa' by their own conſcious Ten- 
gene y) ewe 11 * 1 in "their generous 


re tall "*Senfibility, 
_— 28 A 
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Senſibility; how Great Thoughts ſhow be recehif 1 
by Thoſe, who can #hink great. 
Let, in one ſtrange Cironiiſtanie;: ' Alzifa 
SurrER'D, by the Honour of Your Approbation 1 
For; while the Audience hung their Eyes, upon 
vor Rqyal Highneſs's di ſcerning Delicacy, Their 
Joy to ſee you warm'd by, and applauding moſt,” 
thoſe Seritiments which draw their Force from Love 
of Pity, and of Liberty, became the Only "Paſſion 
they wor?d feel'; and thereby leſſen' d their Mites 
to the very Scenes'they es d if 10," wr OBE, 
Can it be "poſſible, after ſo important a Public 
Declaration in Honour of Paſſion and Sentiment; 
that this beſt Uſe! of the Poer's Art Thowd, any 
longer, continue to Linguiſh, under general Neglect, n 
or Indifference ?>—— No, ſurely, Sir! Vour Royal 
Highneſs, but perſiſting to keep Reaſtn and Nature 
in' Countenance at the Theatres, will univerſally 
eſtabliſh, what you ſo generouſly and openly avoto. 
For, if where Men love, they will imitate, L ouR 
Example muſt be copied, by Millions: il the Tnflus 
ence of your Attraction ſhall have Planted your 


Taſte; and 27 Three ben rod with LM | 
rele. 1 4h 


It may at Peer perhaps, be a fru, bi 
it can never be an irrational Wiſh, that a Theatre 
entirely new, (if not rather the old Ones, 1e. 
modell d) profeſſing only what is ferious, and mauly, 
and ſacred to the Intereſts of Wi i/dom, And Virtue, 
might ariſe, under ſome powerful and popdlar 
3 ſuch as That of Four Royal High. 
nels's 
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neſ's diftingui/f d Conntenants ! —— To what pro- 
bable Lengths of Improvement, wou'd not ſuch a 
Spur proyoke Genius Or, ſhou'd. it fail to do 
That, it wou'd make manifeſt, at leaſt, that rather 
Wit is wanting, than Encouragement and, that 
Theſe opprobrious Excreſcencies of our Stage, which, 
under the Diſguiſe of Entertainments, have defam'd, 
and inſulted, a People, had a meaner Derivation, 
chan from the Hope of delighting our Princes. 
It has been a Misfortune to Poetry, in this Na- 
tion, that it was, too ſuperciliouſly, under- rated: 
and, (to acknowledge Truth, on both Sides) for 
the molt part, practisd too lightly. = But, by thoſe 
who conſider it according to the Demands of its 
Character, It will be found intitled, beyond many 
other Arts, to the political Affection of Princes: 
Being more perſwaſive, in its Nature, than Rhe. 
toric; and more comprehenſive, and animating, 
than Hiſtory, — For, while Hiſtory. but waits on 
Fortune, with a little too. ſervile a Reſtriction, 
Poetry correct, and commands her : — Becauſe, recti- 
fying the Obliquity of natural Events, by a more 
equitable Formation of rational ones, the Poet (as 
Lord Bacon very finely, and truly, obſerves) inſtead 
of; conſtraining the Mind to Succeſſes, adapts, and 
calls gut Events, to the Meaſures of Reaſon, and 
Virtue ; maintaining Providence triumphant, againſt 
the Oppoſitions of Nature, and Accident, 
And, ſtill. more to diſtinguiſh his Superiority, 
over the gay Proſe-Fabricks of Imagination, the 
P OETy a8 A Re-inforcemgnt to his creative Viva- 
| city 
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city of Invention, ſuper- adds the Attraction of Har- 
nuny; and, then, pours, through the whole, ani? 
'rreiſtible Fire, of Enthuſiaſm, wherewith to 1 
and to govern the Pass los. 

Dramatic Poetry, in-this bed Puepſe, * 5 
moſt immediate, and manifeft,, Conſequence”; | be- 
cauſe, aſſembling, together, all, that animates, in- 
vites, or inforces: It works, with incredible In- 
fluence, upon the Spirits, and Paſſions, of a PDο 
ple: after they have been refin*d, and induc d to 
its: Reliſn. It does. This, in ſo confeſsd a De. 
Free, that our. great Philoſopher, abovenamed, un- 
dertaking (in his De Augmentis Scientiarum) pro- 
feſſodly, to conſider it's. Prevalence, beautifully calls- 
it the Bow of. the Mind: as if, to expreſs it more: 
Clearly, He had faid; The Stage id an Inſtrument, 
in the Hands of the Poet, as capable of giving. 
Modulation, and Tune, to the HAAR oo dag 
the Bew, to che N 204.43 in . 8 

1 e is anker an FR ** * 
fell further. ĩntitles it to the Protection of Princes! 
who are Lovers (like your Ruyali Highmeſs) vf 
Ages, which ure only to bear of: them. z-— Othed 
Arts have ſome ſuigle, and limited, Res: but the 
Greations of Ppetry,| have a Power to muliipiy Mir 
Species, in New and Emulative Suctiten ip of N 
tue, and Heruiſm : the S rπ D, ag it were, of thoſs! 
Baſſions, vhich produce Fan m 
wall Poems, of Geniuz/ 001 2 US 1b 
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f ſuch deſirable Effects are, now, leſs commen 
than antiefitly t is only becauſe; ſometimes, Turneful + 
Enmptineſs is wuſtaken, for Petry; and, ſometimes, 
calm, cold, Senſe, convey'd in unpaſttanate Metre: 
whereas Poetry has ho Element, but PAss o; and 
therkfore, Rhyme, Turn, and Meaſure, are but fruit- 
les Affeltaliaus a MhetE a SpIRIT is not ſound, that 
conveys the Meat, and Entbuſian. The Poet, 
to ſay all, ima Word, who can be read, without 
Excitement of the moſt paſſionate Emotions in the 
Heart, having been, baſily, lain bis Paint; like. 

a Smith, who wou' d faſhion Cod Iron. He has 
the regular Retur! „ in the Deſcent of che Strokes: 
the inſigniſcant Jyngle, in the Ring of the: 
Sound; —— and the hammkring Delight in the: 
Labour: ir. He has neither FE 
the: Glow) A bor the Sparkling. 10 ebase! 
When, in ſomeunbending Momente, your Royal. 
Highneſs ſhall reflect, perhaps, on the moſt: like ely.; 
Meaſures, for diminiſhing our Pretences to Poetry, 
yet augmenting :it's-:effential Grotutb, how Kind 


word Heaven be, to the legitimate Friends of the 


Muſes, ſnou d it, at thoſe Times, Whiſper in your 
Ear, (that no, Au yer Houriſbed (in Moviarchice) ti. 
the Tauour of te Court made it faſhionable? 

On my on Part, Lhave little. fy," worth the 
Honour, of your: Royal Highneſs's Notice: being 
noomore than an: humble Svlicitor, for an Event I 
have nothing ta hope from. Not that I preſumꝭ to 
1 myſelf as too Stoical, 10 fei the Ad. 

, vantage 


DATON i 
Yaiitage\ of "Diftin#ian: 1 am only 7e buf, to be 
diſpoſed for purſuing 1 it: having Renovnc'd the World, 
without quizting it; that; fanding afige in an un- 
crowded Corner, I might eſcape being hurried along 
in the Duſt of the Shore 3 and quietly ſees. and con- 
fider, the Whole, as it paſſes : inſtead of acting 4 
Part in it; and That, perhaps, But a poor one: 

In a Situation, ſo calm, and untroubled, there 
ariſes a ſalutary Habitude, of fuppoſing Di- 
$TINCTI1ON to be lodg'd in the Mind; — and 

3 AMB1TION, in the Uſe; and Command, of the 

- F Faculties Such a Choice may be /ent ; but 
le is not ungſtive.— Nay; I am afraid, he, 
who makes it, is but a concealed Kind of Ep I- 
CURE; notwithſtanding his Pretences to For- 
bearance, and Philoſophy; For, while he partakes, 
in full-Reliſh, all the naked Enjoyments of Life; he 
throws nothing of it away, but it's falſe Face, and 
it's Prejudices. He takes Care to live at Peace, 

in the very Centre of Malice, and Faction: for, 
viewing Greatneſs, withont Hope, he views it, alſo, 
without Envy: 

Upon the whole; tho? there may be a Suſpicion 
of ſomething t9o:/elfi/b, in this perſonal Syſtem of , 
Liberty, it will free a Man, in a Moment, from 
all thoſe hyaſſing Partialities, which hang their dead 
weight upon Judgment; and leave him, as di/- 
intereſted a Spectator of the Virtues, - or Vices of 
cotemporary Greatneſs, as of That, which Hiſtory 
has tranſmitted to him, from Times-he had no- 

n "thing 
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thing to do with. 1 am, therefore," ſure," it is 
No FIATTER Y, when I congratulate your 
Royal Highneſs, on the. human Glories of your 
future. Reign: and-thank:you for a thouſand Blefſ- 
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THE. 


PROLOGUE 


"Spoke by Mr. GIFFARD.. alt 


pps E N y raw Paddler, from 5 Kd iShore, 
Firſt, dares the deep ning Stream, and ventures er. 
Ligbt on his floating Cokk, the Wave he Skims ;.. 
And, wanton in his Safety, thinks, he Sw1Ms. 

So, all ALzZIRA's FAME gur Faults protect: 4 
And, from jour cenſure, ſcreen each fear d Dek 0 
For bond we act, un-skilbd, the PLAYER'S 8 7 
We ac} n Es as force vs, 10 hour Hearts. af 


IWhat Bleed of Tears a neighb'ring Land ſaw few, 
When a whole People wep? Alzira's Woe ! 

The lovelieſt Eyes of France, in one plear'd Ni ht. 

Twice charm'd, — rene ud, and lengthen'd-out, Delight. 
Twice charm'd, review'd the ſad, the melting, Strain : 

Ter, — hung — infatiate — on the willing Pain 

Thrice thirty Days, All Paris ſigh d, for -— SENSE ! 
Tumblers — ſtood ſtill —- and thought !— in W's Defence 
Ev'n Power deſpotic felt, how Wrongs can move: 

And, nobly, ___ for L1iBERTY, and LOVE 


Can it b: fear'd, then. that Our gen'rous Lang, 
Where Juſtice blooms, and Reaſori halds Command, 
This Soil of Science! where bold Truth is taught, 


This Seat of Freedom | and this Throne of Thought! 
4 2 ; 


Can 
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Can pour Applauſe, on foreign Song, and Dance, 
Yer, leave the Praiſe of ſolid Senſe, to France! 
No=—Thar's impoſſible, == *tis Britain's Claim, 
: To hold wo Second Place, in Taſte, or Fame. 
In Arts, end Arms, alike  victoriqus tou, 
hate er deſerve; Her Choice, ſbe males her own. 


Nor, het the conſcious Power of Engliſh Wit * 
| Laff feel he Foret becauſt a French- nan Writ. 
Reaſon and Sentiment, —lite Air and Light, 
Where-ever' found, are-Nature's common 
= Since the ſame Sun giues Northern Climes * Dax, 
| After the Eaft, has, firſt, retiev'd it's Ray, 
| Why ſhould our Pride, repel the Muſes Smile, 
l | Becauſe it dawn'd nar, firſt, upon our Ifle ? 


Fraternal Art AnorTs each Alien Fame : + 
The Wiſe, and Brqve, are, Evryowhere, the Saws. 
From hoſtile Sentiment, let Diſcord flow ; 
But, They <abo think like Friends, ſhould have No Fot 


a» -—— 


THE. 


EPILOGUE 


Spoke by Mrs. G1FFARD, 


HE Fifth 48 vaſt, you'll } chith it Prexze, to find 

My Scene of deep Diſtreſs is, yet, lohn, 

Tas#d, for the Epilogue, I fear youll blatne 
My want -— of what you love, behind that Name. 
But, for my Soul, I can't, from ſuch High Scening, 
Deſcend, plum down at once, — to Double-meaning, 
Judges ! protect me — and pronounce it fit, 

That Solemn Senſe, /bow'd end, with Serious Wit. 


When the full Heart oerflaws, with pleaſing Pain, 
Why ſbould we wiſh, to make th Impreſſion vain? 
Why, when 240 thinking Hours, have fxt the Pl, 
Sbou d tuo light Minutes, laugh it's Uſe away? ? 
*Twere to proclaim our Vertues but a JesT, 
Should they who ridicule en, pleaſe ur, bet 


No, — rather, at your Actors Hands, require 
Of rings more Apt; and a Sublimer Fire . 
Thoughts, that may rivet, not efface, the Scene : 
Aids to the Mind: not Flat?" ries for the Spleen. 
When Love, Hate, Pity, --- Doubt, Hope, Grief, and Rage 
With clafting Inflence, fire the glowing Stage; ; 
When the touch d Heart, relenting into Woe, 
From Others Fate, does its own Danger know , 


iy EPILOGUE 


When ſoft ning Tenderneſs unlocks the Mind, 
Aud the ſtretch d Boſom takes in all Mankind: 
Srre! tis no Time, for the bold Hand of Wit 
To ſnatch back Vintues, from the plunder d Pit! 


Still, be it Ours, to giue you Scenes, thus ftrong, 
And Yours, to cheriſh, and retain em, long 
Wen, ſhall the Stage its General Uſe endeag; 
And every Virtue, gather Firmneſs, here. - 
Pow r be, ro Pardon, — Wealth to Pity, Mov'p; 
And Truth be taught the Art, to grow belov'd : 
Women, 2d charm, with faſt, and ſure, E Peer; 
And Men, to love em, with a ſoft Reſpect᷑. | 
THI All alike, ſome diff rent Motive rouſes : 
And Tragedy, (un-farc'd) invites full Houſes, 
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PERSON S Repreſented, 
Don Gnas, Governor of Peru 4 
for the Spaniards, F 3 By Mr, right 


Don ALvartz, Father of Don? bt 
Carlos, and former Governor, 5 By Mr. Gifard, 


ZAMOR, Indian Sovereign, of one? n. | 
Part of the Country, © * JN Mr. Jobnſen, 


EzwoxT, Indian Sovereign, ty Mr. Havard, 


another Part, 


ALz1R a, Daughter of Ezmont, By Mrs, Gifard, 


EMIRA, 5 * 9 
Alzira's Women 
CEPRANIA, A * x 


Spaniſh and American Captains and Soldiers. 


SCENE, in the City of LIMA. 


1 


ACTL SCENE: WO 
Das Avanzz, Deo Canuos \ 


ALvarers. 


T length, the Council, partial to my Prayer, 
Has, to a Son, Love, transferr'd my Power, 
Carlos, rule, happ y : be a Viceroy, long 14 
Long, for thy Prince, and for thy God, maintain 

This younger, richer, lovelier, Half the Globe; C 

Too fruitful, heretofore, in Mrongs, and Blood: 

Crimes, the lamented Growths of powerful Gold A 

Safe, to thy abler Hand, devolve reſign d, 

Thoſe Sovereign Honours: which oppreſs d y * 

And dimm'd the feeble Lamp of waſted Age. 

"Yer had it, long, and not unuſeful, flam d. 

I, firſt, o'er wond' ring Mexico, in Arms, ws 

Marct'd the new Horrprs of a World unknown! _ 

I ſteer'd the floating Towers of fearleſs Spas 

up the plow'd Boſoin of an watried Sta! 

3 


Too 


* 5 XA 814 £ 

Too happy, had my Labours been fo bleſo'd, 
To change my brave Aſſociate's rugged Souls, 
And” ſoften ſtubborn HEROES into Mex. 
Their C. d their Glory 
And I have wept a Conquror's ſplendid Shame, | 
9 Heaven gor 1 yet, made Great / 

at lengthy I r Life s laſt ms N 
Wi I ſhall, peaceful, veil my Eyes, in Reft; 
If, ere they cloſe, they but behold my Carlos 
Ruling Potoſi's Realm, by Ch#iftian Laws, 
And making more rich, by Gifts from Heaven. 

D. Carlo Lughr and pferd „ by gaur greq; Kxampl 
1 | you Eye, ro 8 2 py pl 
Which, by your Councils, I may learn to Pt... 
Giving choſe aws, I firſt; receive; from you. 

Alvarez, Not ſo. — Divided Power is Power diſarm' d. 
Outworn by Labputs and decay d by Time, 
Pomp is no more my Wiſh. Enough, for Me, 

That, head ig S may temper Raſhnels, | | 

Truſt me, Mankind but ill rewards the Pains 
Of over- prompt Ambition. "Is, zow, Time 
To give m Jong-neglected God thoſe Hours, 7 
Which "6 the languid Period of my Days. K 

One only Gift I ask: refuſe not Thar. | wn Wl) 
As Friend, I at it; and, as Father, claim. 
Pardon thoſe Poor Americans, condemn d, | 


LO ERS 


Tc 484 *. 


To my Diſpoſal | give em kindly up, oats ox 
That Liberty, unhop'd, tnay charm the more. 
A Day like This ſhould merit Smiles from All; | 
And Mercy, lotr! ning Juſtice, mark it bleſ'd. 
D. Carlos. Sir, all, that Fathers ask, they er command. | 
Yet, condeſcend to recollect, how hr | * 
This Pity,,undeſerv'd, might hazard Al. 
In infant Towns like ps: .methinks * twere ale, * 


Not to familiarize theſe, S we Spics. ** 15 
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If we accuſtom Foes"to-Jnoſt,” too near. 
We teach em, at our Coſt, to Night thoſe Swords. 
They once flew trembling frora, whene er they a. : 
Frowning Revenge, and we of diſtant Dread, b 
Not ſmiling Frienaſbip, tames theſe ſullen oral 
The ſow'r American, unbroke,/and wild, vine 1:11 
Spurns, with indignant Rage, and ves be Chain, 
Humble when puniſh'd; if regarded,” Fierce. « oat ö 
Power fickens by Forbearanee: Rigid Men, = 
Who feel not Pity's Pangs; are beſt obey c. 
Spaniards, tis true are ruPd-by Honour's Law. 
Submit unmurm ring, and unforc'd go rihgt. 
But, other Nations are impell'd by Fear; [ 
And muſt be rein d, and ſpurr'd, with hard Chanel.) 
The Gods Wemſclves, i in this ferocious Clime, 
Till they look grim with Blood, excite no Dread. 
Alvarez. Away, my Son, with theſe deteſted Schemes! 
Periſh ſuch politic Reproach of Rule! 
Are we made Captains in our Maker's Cauſe;:- 
O'er theſe neu Chriſtians call'd to ſtretch his Nan, ) 
His peaceful Name! 'and ſhall we, 3 
Bear Murders,” which our holy Cheats preſune 
To miſpronounce His injur d Altars Dre: 
Shall we diſ- people Realms, and tui to ſave! - - 
Such if the Fruits of ' Spain's religious Care, \ 
I, from: the diflane Bounds'6f our dd Work, .' 
Have to this new one; ſtretchd '2 Saviour 
To make it hateful to One Half the Globecgc, 
Becauſe no Mercy grac'd' the Others Zea! 
No, my. miſ-guided Carlos, the broad Eye 
Of One Creator tales in- All Mankind. f 
His Laws expand the Heart: and we, who, d. 
Wou'd, by Deſtruction, propagate Belief, 
And mix, with Blood, and Gould, een, Growth; [ 
Stamp in theſe Indiax's honeſt Breaſts a Scorn 34 
r Wn from what they ſee, we do. 3) 
B 2 Kew bs. 
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D. Carlos, Vet, the learn d Props of our un- erring Church. 
Whome Zeal, for ſaving Souls, deprives of Reſt, 
Taught my lite Youth, committed to their Care, 
That Ignorance, overk muſt de compels d. 

Alvarez. Our Prieſts are all for Vengeance, Forceand Fire: 
And only in his Thunder, Act their God. 
Hence, we ſeem Thieves ; and what we ſeen, we are. 
Spain has robb'd evety Growth of this new World, 
Even to it's Savage Nature | — Vain, Unjuſt, 
Proud, Cruel, Covetous, we, we, dane, 
Are * Barbarians, here! — An Indian Heart 
Equals, in Courage, the moſt prompt of ours, 
But, in Simplicity of artleſs Truth, 
And every honeſt, native Warmth, excells us. 

Had They like Us, been bloody; had they not 
By Pity's Power been moy d, and Virzue's Love, 
No Son of mine had heard a Father, now, 
Reprove his errinz Raſhneſs. — You forget, 
That, when a Pris'ner, in theſe People's Hands 
Gall'd and provok d by Cruelty and Wrongs, 
While my brave Follwers fell on every Side, 
Till I alone ſurviv d, ſome Indians knew me; 
Knew me, and ſuddenly pronounc'd my Name. 

At once they threw their Weapons to the Ground; 
And a young Savage Chief, whom, yet, I know not, 
* Graceful, approach'd'; and, kneeling, preſs'd my Knees. 
«© Alvarez! is it you, (he cry'd) — Live, long! 
& Ours be your Virtue, but not ours your Blood ! - 
C Live — and inſtruct Oppreſſots, to be lov d. 

— Bleſs'd be thoſe Tears, my Son! — I think, you ep ſ 
Joy to your ſoft'ning Soul! Humanity | 
Has Power, in Nature's Right, beyond a Father. 
But, from what Motive ſprung this late Decline, 
From Clemency of Heart to new-born Rigour ? 

ad you been always Cruel, with what Brow + 

q you have bop. d to charm the lov d Alæira? 

{429 CO 4 Heirek 
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Heireſs to Realms, diſ-peopled by your Sword! 
And tho' your Captive, yet your Conqu ror, to. 
Truſt me, — with Women worth the being a., | 7 
The /oft:ft Lover, ever, beſt ſucceeds. | 
D. Car. Sir, I obey :' YouUR Pleaſure breaks their Chains; 
Vet, tis their Duty to embrace our Faith :- 
So runs the King's Command. — To merit Life, 
Quit they their Idol Worſbip, and be fre. I 
So, thrives Religion, and compels the Blind: 1 
So, draws our holy Altar Souls, by Force, 
Till Oppoſition dies, and fleeps in Peace: 
So, links, a govern'd World, in Faith's ſtrong Chain; 
And but One Monarch ſerves; and but Onz Gop. | 
Alu. Hear me, my Son. That, crown d, in this new World, 
Religion may erect her holy Throne, 
Is what, with ardent Zeal, my Soul deſires! 
Let Heaven and Spain find, here, no future Fe? 
Yet, ne er did Perſecution's Offspring thrive: 
For, the forc d Heart, ſybmitting, ſtill reſets. 
Reaſon gains all Men, by compelling None. 
Mexcy was always Heaven's diſtiaguiſh'd Mark: 
And He, who bears it not, has no Friend there. 
D. Car. Your Reaſons, like your Arms, are ſure to conquer. 
I am inſtructed, and ennobled, by em! 
3 Virtue dwells in all you ſay, 

And ſoftens, while you ſpeak, the liſt ning Soul! * 
Since Heaven has bleſs'd you with this powerful Gift, 
To breath Perſuaſion, and un-charm Reſolves, | 
Pronounce me favour'd, and you make me ſo. 

Warm my Alzira's Coldneſs : dry her Tears: 

And teach her to be mine. I love that Maid, ** 

Spite of my Pride] bluſh at it — but, ſtill love her 

Yet will I ner, to ſooth unyielding Scorn, ö 0 

Unman the Soldier, in the Lovers Cauſe. 

l cannot ſtoop to fax a hopeleſs Flame, | rf 

RED in vain, her Slave. — Tou, Sir, might ute T 
You 


— — — — — — ——— 
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Ten can 1 all Things with Alxira's Father. Nn Tn! 
Zid him command his Daughter to be kind. | 
Bid him But, whither would my Love miſlead me! 
Forgive the blind Preſumption, of a Hope, | 
Fhat, to my Int'reſt; ſtoops my Father's Rank; 
And ſends him, Beggar, to an Indians Door 

Alv. Tis done, already. I have urg d to him. 


Za mont has mov'd his Daughter, in your Cauſe: 


Wait the prepard Event. Heaven has been kind; 

Since theſe illuſtrious Captives, Both, are Chriſtians 7 
Ezmont, my Convert, and his Daughter, His. 
Alzirg governs a whole People's Minds: 

Each watchful Indian reads her ftudied Eye, 

And to Her ſilent Heart conforms his own. 

Your Marriage ſhall unite two diftant Worlds : 

For, when the ſtern'Repiner at our Law 


Sees, in your Arms, the Daughter of his King, 
With humbler Spirit, and with Heart leſs fierce, 


His willing Neek ſhall court the Yuke he ſcorn d. 
But look, where: Ezmort comes! —'Retire, my Son: 
And leave me to en Task em n Car. 


Enter E 20 N. 7. 


8 my Friend: Tour Council, or Game 
Has left, I hope, Alira, well reſolv d. 
Em. Gteat Father of the Friendleſs ! — Pardon, he, 
If One, hoſe Sword ſeem d fatal to her Race, 
Keeps her Heart cad, with ſome Remains of Horror. 
We move with ing ring Steps, to Thoſe we fear. 
But Prejudice ill fly, before your Voice; 
Whoſe winning Mamers conſecrate your Læws.— 
To you, wo gavtus Heaven, our Earth is due. 
Yours our neu Being! our enlightemd Souls! 


Spain may hold Realms, by Purchaſe of ber Sword : 4 
And Worlds may yield to PowER/ — but WE, to pere 
Tour bloody Nations unſucceeding Pride oC DA 


Had 


v 
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Had made their God diſguſtful as their Crimes] FI, 
We ſaw him, hateful, in their murd'rous Zeal; 79302 
But loud him, in your Mercy. — From your Heart. 
His Influence ſtream'd accepted : and my Crẽm . 
My Daughter, and my Soul, became pour Slaves. 770 1 
Father, alike, of Carlos, and of Me. 
I give him my Alxira, for your Sale: 1 ot) _ 
And, with her, all Poroſt, and Perr. A 
Summon the revered Choir; prepare the Rifes > | 8 
And truſt my Promiſe, for my Daughter's Will. 1 hah 
Alv. Bleſs d be the long · wiſ d Sound! This e ork ef, 
I ſhall go down in Peace, and hai my Gave. 
O! Thou! Great Leader! whoſe Almighty Hand * 
Drew the dark Veil aſide, that hid ne H,; 
Smile on this Union, which, confirm'd by Thee, 5 
Shall, in one Empire, graſp the circled Glaus, 
And task the Sun's whole Round, co meaue hats! IO 


Ezmont, farewell, I go, to greet my San, 77 
Wirth welcome Ne, how much hene HL _ 
i EzMonT, alone, OROaP'E 7 : 


Thou! nameleſs Power, unequal' d, RF; IRE 
Whoſe dreadful Vengeance pverwhelm'd, at once, 


N 


My Country, and Her Gods, too weak, to ſave! . 
Protect my failing Years from new Diſtreſ ... 
Robb'd of my All: put This One Devghrer left me: EY 
Oh! Pre her . and ebe, dans e Ly 
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Daughter, be happ Y, while Good- SES, courts thee: 
And, in thy Bleſhng, chear thy Country's Hape. 
Protect the Vanguiftd. Rule the Victor Will: . mr 
Seize the bent Thunder, ic his lifted Hand;, f 2 hs * ' 
And from Deſpair's low, Sear, remount a Throne, Se 
Lend the loy'd Public thy reluctant Poe. 
And, in 4 ls of Mills, fi find by 2 
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— 


— — 1 
— 


N A Hag 11 A 
Nay, do not weep, Alzira : Tears will, mow, 


Seem Inſults; and reproach thy Father's Care. 


Alx. Kr, my whole Soul, devoted, feels your Power. 
Yet, if Alzirds Peace was ever dear, 

Shut not your Ear tomy deſpairing Grief; 
But, in my Nuptials, read my certain Doom. 

Ezm. Urge it no more: It is an ill. tim d Sorrow. 
Away. I had thy kind Confent before. 

Alz. No, — You eompel''d the frightful Sacrifice: 
And, ah! remorſeleſs Heaven ! — at what a Time ! 
When the rais d Sword of this all-murd'ring Lover 
Hangs o'er my People's Heads, with threat ning Sway, 
To ſtrike the trembling Remnant from my Sight, 
Aud mark my Nuptial Day, a Day of Death ! 

Omens on Omens have pronounc'd it turrd; 

Ez. Quit theſe vain Fears, theſe ſuperſtitious Dreams 
Of un-confiding Ignorance ! What Day? | 
What Omens ? = We ourſelves, ho — Acts, 
Make our own Days, or happy, or accurs d. | 

Alz. Twas on this Day, the Pride of all our Stare, 
Zamor, the Great, the Warlike Zamor, fell : 


Zamor, my Lover, and your purpos d Son 


Em. Zamor was brave: and I have mourn'd his Fall. W 


But the cold Grave diſſolves evn Lovers Vows. 
Bear to the Altar then a Heart reſolv'd: 


And let thy fummon'd Virtue check thy Weakneſs. 


Was not thy Soul enroll'd a Chriſtian, lately? 
The aweful Power, that lent thoſe Chriſtians Name, 
Speaks, in my Voice; commands thee to be won. 


Hear Him: and learn Obedience to His Will. 


Alx. Alas, my Father! ſpare this dreadful Zeal. 
Has not the Parent ſpoke? Why ſpeaks the God? 
I know, and I confeſs, a Father's eee 
At His Comtnand, to ſacrifice the Life 


He gave me, is a Duty, Narure taught. 
Rut, my Obedience paſſes Nature's Bounds ; 


Whate'er 
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Whate'er I ſee is, with my Father's Eyes; 4 8 
Whate'er1 love is, for my Father's Sake 
I chang'd my very Gods, and took my Father's. E 
Vet, has this Father, piouſly ſevere, | 
Wrong'd my believing Weakneſs, and king me. 

He old me, to compole my troubled Heart, 

Peace held her Dwelling at the Altar's Foot. 

He told me, that Religion cur'd Deſpair —_ 
And ſoften d every Pang, that pierc'd the Soul. 
But, ah! *rwas all Deceit! all, dear Deluſion! 
Mix d with the Image of an aweful God, 

A human Image ſtruggles in my Heart, - - 

And checks my willing Vertue, in its Riſing. 
Zamor, tho' dead to Nature, lives, to Love. 
Zamor (till triumphs in Alzira's Breaſt ; 0 
Lord of her Soul, and holds bacł all her Wiſhes. 

You frown. — Alas! you blame a Guilt you caus d. 
Quench then this Flame, too hard for Death and Time 
And force me to be His, whom moſt I hate. 

If my lov'd Country bids, I muſt obey. 

Yer, while by Force you join «»ſocial Hands, 
Tremble, whene er you drag me to the Altar, 
Tremble, to hear my Tongue deceive my God 
To hear me, to this hated Tyrant, vow - - 

A Heart, that beats unchang'd, Another's Due. 

Exm. Alas, my Child, what #zweigh'd Words are e Theſe! 
Pity my Age, unfit for length ning Woes: nog 
Nature asks Ref: Pity thele falling Tears. . 

By all our Fates, that all depend on TREE, 3 
Let me conjure thee, to be bleſid, Thyſelf, 

Nor cloſe in Miſery, my Life's laſt Scene. 
Why do I live, but to redeem h) Hopes? 
For thy own Sake, not mine, aſſt my Care. 
Blaſt not the ripening Proſpect of thy Peace, 
Hard, and with labour d Patience, ſlowly grown. 
Now, on thy inſtant Choice, depends thy Fate 
þ , N . C ö b 8 * Nor 
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Nor only thine, but a whole People's Fate 

Wilt thou betray them? have they other Help? 

Have they a Hope, but THEEꝰ — Think, think, Alxira; 

And nobly loſe Thyſelf, to fave a State. [Exif | 
Alz. Cruel Accompliſhment! ſublime Defe& ! 


So, feign we Virtues, to become a Throne, 
Till Pablick Duty drowns our private Truth. 


Enter Don CaARLos. 


D. Car. Princeſs, you give a Lover Cauſe to doubt, 
That this long Labour of your ſlow Conſent 
Springs, from a Heart too cold to feel his Flame. 

While, for your Sake, ſuſpended Law forbears 
To puniſh Rebels, whom you wiſh to ſave, 
Ungrateful, you compel a Natior's Freedom; 

And bind, in Recompence, my Chains, more cloſe! 

Yet, miſconceive me not. I would not owe 

A ſoftemd Semiment to having ſerv'd you: 
| That were to bribe-a Heart my Pride wow?d i. 
I ſhou'd, with mingled Foy and Bluſhes, gain you, 
| If, as my Perquiſite of Power you fell. 
[ " Let me attract, not force you. — I would owe you, 
All, to yourſeif {Nor coud taſte a Joy, | 
| 


* That, in your giving it, might coſt you Pain. 
Alx. Join, Sir, my fruitleſs Pra yers to angry Heaven! 
[ This dreadful Day comes charg d with Pains, for Both. 
| No Wonder you dere my troubled Soul?! 
| It burſts unveil'd from my diſcloſing Exxs; 
| And glows on every Feature's honeſt Air. 
j Such is the Plainneſs of an Indian Heart, 
| That It diſdains to ſculk behind the Tongue; 
But throws out all its Wrongs, and all its Rage. 
She who can hide her Purpoſe, can betray : 
And That's a Chriſfian Vertue, P ve not learnt. 


D. Car. I love your Frankneſs, but reproach its Cauſe. 
Zamor, remember d Zamor, ſpeaks, in This. | 
* * With 


* 
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With Hatred, ſtretch d beyond th Extent of Life, 
He crofles, from che Tomba his Conq; ror s Will, 
And, felt through Death, revenges rival L e 

Ceaſe to complain, and you may learn to er. 
My Fame, your Duty, Both, require a Change: 
And, I muſt with, It were from Tears, to Foy. 

Alz. A Rival's Grave ſhou'd kury Jealouly. 21 
But, whence your Right, to cenſure Sorrow for him?) 
I ovdhim: I proclaimit. Had I not, 
I had been blind to Senſe, and loſt to Reaſon. 
- Zamor was all the Prop of our fal'n World; N 
And (but He lov'd ne much) confeſs d zo Weakneſs! 
Had I not mourn'd a Fate, He not deſerv'd, 
T had deſerv'd the Fate, He felt unjuſtly. 

For You, — be proud no more : bur dare be honeſt. 
Far from preſuming to reproach my Tears, 
Honour my Conſtancy ; and praiſe my Vertus. 
Ceaſe to regret the Dues I pay the Dead : 
And merit, if you can, a Heart thus faithful. Exit. 


Don CARL os, alone. 


Spite of my fruitleſs Paſſion, confeſs, - | 
Her Pride, thus darting its forcere Diſdain, | 
Aſtoniſhes my Thought, and charms my Anger. "0 
— bat, then, ſhall I reſbive ? Muſt it coſt more, 
To tame One female Heart, than all Peru TP 
Nature, adapting her to ſuit her Climate, 
Left her all ſavage, yet all /ining, too 
Bur, tis wy Duty to be Maſter, here 
Where (ſhe alone excepted) All obey. 
Since then too faintly T her Heart incline, A0 f a; 


Ne END of the FIRST Act, n bon 
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AC. T II. 
ZAMOR, and four Indian Captains in Chains. 


as. 


RIENDS! who have dard beyond the e of 
Mortals 

Whoſe Courage ſcorn'd Reſtraint, and grew, in Danger ! 
Aſſocjates, in m7 Hopes, and my Misforrunes ! 
Since we have loft our Vengeance, let Death find us! 
Why ſhould we, longer, be condemn'd to Life, 
Defenceleſs, to our Country, and Alzira ? 

Vet, why ſhould Spaniſh Carlos ſcape our Swords? 


- Why thrive, beneath a Weight of un- chechd Crimes? 


And why has Heaven forſaken, Us, and ViRTve ? 
Ye ſtrengthleſs Powers! whoſe Altars ſmoak' d in vain /! 

Gods, of a faithful, yet a cheated, People! 

Why have you thus, betrayd us, to the Foe J 4 

Why had fix hundred; Sparifh Vagrants, Power 

To craſh my Throne, your Temples, Rites, and You ? 

Where are your Altars? where my 2 Now 2? 

Where is Alzira ? more, Herſelf, a 


Than your collected Queens, of m_ re anabary 


Helpleſs, once more, thou ſee'ſt me, — loſt Pera/ 
O'er ſhifting Sands, through Deſarts, croſs d in vain, ; - 
From Foreſt Wilds, impervious to the Sun:; 
From the World's Waſtes; beneath the burning Zone, 
I brought thee un-Hhopd Aid! The wond ring Stars 


Beheld me, gath ring from remoteſt Milas, 


New Strength, new Proſpects — and new Means — to die ! 


Your Arms, your Furtherance, your vaſt Support, , 
* A 7 5 , © +} News 
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New-furniſh'd my Deſires, and wing d my Hope. 
Vengeance and Love, once more, had mand my Heart. 
But, ah! how vain That Hope! how loft That Vengeance! 
The Slaves of Avarice are Honour's Maſters! ? 

Ind. Cap. Why left wy" in the neighb'ring Woods, our 

Forces ? 
Why dar'd we paſs, too bold, their guarded Gates, 
Alone, and un-ſupported, — raſh Diſcoverers ? 

Zam. Seiz d but this Morning, from our Dungeon s Depth, 
Th' infernal Murderers have hither brought us, 
Unknowing to what Death, tho? ſure to die. 

Vet, it o'erjoys me, we have met, once more. 

But where? what Place is This? Has none yet hand, 
Ig ho governs, here? what Fate Alzira found? 
Whether her Father is, like us, their Slave? | 
Dear, wretched Friends, who ſhare a Death, my Due, 
Can none inſtruct me, what I wiſh to mow 2 | 

Ind. Cap. From ſep'rate Priſons, hither led, like you, 
Through diff rent Streets we came, the Cauſe not known: 
All uninform'd of what you ſeek to learn. 8 
Great, but unhappy, Prince ! deſerving, long, 

A nobler Fate! our ſilent Souls lament _ 

Our Want of Power to fave f lov'd a Leader. 
Now — to die with you, is —— Nobleſt Claim, 
Since, to die for you, was a Choice denied us. 

Zam. Next the wiſh'd Glory of Succeſs in War, 

The greateſt is, to die, and die, renown'd. | 
But, to die Nozeleſs, in the Shameful, Dark, 

To die, and leave in Chains our ſuff ring Country! * 
To fall, undignified, by Villains Hands: | | : 
The e of Europe's outcaſt Bloodhound! 
Horrid, with Others Wounds, and poorly TEL TOES 
With Others plunder'd Treaſure die, by Butchers !. * 
Blood-ſtain'd Inſulters of a yielded World! ” 
Riflers, who gave the up, to tire their TS, 
But, for Diſcovery of the Gold 1 Ee 
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| What do I hear! 
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As Droſs, lefs valued, and leſs wiſh'd than They! 
To be, in Death, the Cauſe of my Friend“ Dying! 


To die, and leave Alira, ro my Murderers 


THis is a Death of Horror, not of Fame / 
This is the Body's Death but ſhakes the Soul 


Enter ALVAREZ, with a Gerd of Spaniards. 


Alv. Live : and be free. 
| [Spaniſh Soldiers riferter the Indians. 
Zan Ye Gods, of loſt Pery ! 
ſaid he, Be free, and live? 
What vaſt, myſterious, Accident of Virtue ? 
Some Power Divine, in Sport, deceives my Wonder 
Thou ſeemſt a Spaniard? — and, — but thou Fox Gv'sr, 
I cou d have ſworn thee, Chriſtian | --- who what art thou? 
Art thou ſome God? or this new City's Ring? 
Alu. Chriſtian I am; and Spaniard: but No King. 
Yer, ſerves my Power, to ſave the Weak, diftreſs'd. 
Zam. What thy Diſtin&#ion then? thou gen'rous Wonder , 


Alv. The Love of Pity, when the Wretched, want it. 


Zam. Pity! and Chriſtian ! --- what inſpir'd thy Greatneſs? 

Alu. My Memory, my Duty; and my God. 

Zam. Thy God ?--- perhaps then, theſe inſatiate Waſters, 
Theſe human Seemers, with bus Forms of Men; 
Theſe Thirſters after only Gold and Blood : 

From ſome coarſe, lawleſs, Part of Europe, came; 
And ſerve ſome bloodier God, that art with Thine ? 

Aly. Their Faith the fame with mine, but not their Nature: 

Chriſtians by Birth, by Error made Un-chriſtian, 


In Power grown giddy, they diſzrace Command. 
Thou know ſt heir Faxlrs, too well: now, know my Dvry, 


Twice has the Sun's broad Traverſe girt the Globe, 
Twice, wheel d the Summer, round your World, and oi 
Since a brave Indian, Native of your Land, 

To whome Surprize.iz Ambuſh. made me Captive, 
Gave me the forfeit Life his Sword had won. 


— 
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The unexpetted Mercy forc'd my Bluſbes: 
For, I perceiv'd, Compaſſion of TOR Woes, 
Was but a Duty, when I thought, *rwas Vrtue. 
Thenceforth, your Countrymen became my Brothers: 
And, I have, now, but one Complainr againſt them 
nat I maſt never uo, his Name, who ſavd me. 
Zam. He has Alvarez Voice! He has his Features! 
His Age the ſame, too; and the ſame his _ | 
"Tis He ! there is u other Honeſt Chriſtian. - 
Look on us All: and recollect his Fare, 
Who, wiſely ſpar d thy Life, ro ſpread cy Virtue. Q 
Alv. Come nearer, noble Youth. —By Heaven, "ts He! 
Now, my dim Eyes, you teach me my Deca Y, 
That cou'd not let me ſe my Wiſh idly d, 
Bur clouded even my Gratitude | — My om 
My Benefactor! Saviour of my Age! 
What can I do | inſtruct me to deſervs thee, | 
Dwell in my Sight; and I will be thy Furber. —— 
Thou wilt have loſt the Merit of thy Gf, 
If, from the Power it gave, Thou claim'ſt no Payment. - 
Zam. Truſt me, my Father, had thy Spaniſh Sons 
Shewn but a Glimm'ring of thy awful Virtue, 
Grateful Peru, now, deſolately, Theirs, 
Had been a peopled World, of willing Slaves. 
But Cruelty, and Pride, and Plunder, claim them. 
Rather than live, among that felow Race, 
Hide, hide me, filent Death; and ſcreen my Soul 
From the reliefleſs Rage of un- felt Curſes. - 
All I wow'd at, All will vate, from Spain, 
Is: but, to be inform d, if Ezmont Lives? | 
Or, has his Blood new-ſtain'd their Hands with Murder? 
Ezmont ?---perhaps you knew him not? =-- That Ezmont, 
Who was Alzire's Father ? I muſt top, 
And weep — before I dare go on, to ack —— + | 
Whether That Father, and That Daughter — live 2 
| A 


ln of 


Alu. Hide not thy Tears: weep boldly —- and be proud 
To give the flowing Virtue manly Way. 
"Tis Nature's Mark, to know an honeſt Heart by. 
Shame on thoſe Breaſts of Stone, that cannot Mele, 
In ſoft Adoption of Another's Sorrow. 
Bur, be Thon comforted : for, both thy F riends 
Live; and are happy, here. 
* And, ſhall I ſee em ? | 
Alv. Ezmont; within this Hour, ſhall teach his F riend, 
To live, and hope — and be as bleſs'd, as He. 
Zam. ALZIRA's Ezmont ? ——— 
Alv. From his Mouth, not mine, 
Thou ſhalt, this yak leam, whate'er thou ſeeke it. 
He ſhall inſtruct thee in a ſmiling Change, 
That has united Spain, with ſav d Peru. 
F have a Son, to bleſs, with this new Joy: 
He will partake my Happineſs, and love thee. 
il quit thee, — but will inſtantly return 
To charm thee with' this Union's happy Story, 
That nothing, now, on Earth, has Power to ſever : 
Yet, which, once c * ſhall quiet warring Worlds. 
- | Exit, with Guards. ' 
Zam. At length, th' ann Gods remember Zamor, © 


And to atone my Wrongs by working Wonders, 


Have made a Spaniard. H oN EST, to reward me! 
Alvarez is, himſelf the Chriſtians God : 
Who, long-provok'd, and bluſhing at their Crimes, 
In his own Right deſcends, to veil their Shame. 
He ſays, he has a Son: That Son ſhall be 
My Brother; if, atleaſt, he does bur prove 
Worthy (cou'd Man be ſo) of ſuch a Father 
O, Day! O, Dawn of Hope, on my fad Heart! 
Ezmont, now, after three long Years, of Woe, 
Ezmont, Alira's Father, is reſtor d me 
Alzira too, the dear, the gen'rous Maid, 
She, whome my * Soul has been at work for? 


She 
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| She, who has made me brave, and left me, wretched 7 
Alxira #90, is here! and liver, to thank me. 


Enter E,MONT. 


Oh ! ye profuſe Rewarders of my Pain! 
He comes | my Exmont comes! - Spring of my Hopes! 
Thou Father of my lab' ring Mind's Inſpirer ! 

Hard let me preſs thee, to a Heart that loves thee. 
Eſcap'd from Death, behold returning Zamor. 

He will not, cannot die, while there is Hope, 

That he may live to ſerve 4 ſuf ring Friend. 
Speak, ſpeak; and be thy firſt ſoft word Alxira ! 
Say, ſhe is here: and bleſ#'d, as Heaven can make her. 

Ezm. Unhappy Prince'!---She lives: nor lives remote: 
Words cannot reach Deſcription of her Grief, 

Since firſt the News of thy fad Death was brought her. 
Long dwelt ſhe, ſorrowing, o'et an empty Tomb, 

Which, for thy fancied Form, ſhe raisd to weep on. 

--- But thou till liſt ! --- amazing Chance! thou Af / 
Heav'n grant ſome doubtful means to bleſs thee, long, 

And make thy Life as happy -- as *tis ſtrange ! 

What brought thee HrTHzR, Zamor? 

Zam. Cruel Queſtion ! 

Colder, chan all the Deaths I have eſcap'd from 
Why do'ſt thou at Where elſe cou'd I have N 
To find, and to redeem, thyſelf, and Daughter? 

Ezm. Say That no more tis Miſery, to hear thee. | 

Zam.*Bethink-thee of the black, the direful Day, 
When that vile Spaniard -— CARLos, (curſe the Name 1 yi 
[nvulnerable, or to Sword or Shame, . 
O'erturn'd thoſe Walls, which Time, when Toung, law by 
By Earth attracted, Children of the Sun. | 
Periſh his Name! and oh! be cursd my Fate, 
Who, yet, no zearer brought him, than to rob, 
In Horror of his Murders | Tyvas the Wrerch, 
N of Carlbs, blaſted all. 

D 


Tur 
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Twas in Tbat Name, Pillage and Slaughter ſpread!!. 
'T was in That Name, they dragg d Alira from mes: 
Buried in Duſt the Temples of our Gods: 

And ſtain'd with the ſurrounding Off rer's Blood, 
Their. Violated Altars! The ſhock d Power, 
Thar (mil d expectant, on our Marriage Vow, 
Ruſh'd back, and preſs di in yain his Brother Gods, 
To vindicate their Empire. => Spain's dark Power 


| Prevail'd: and I was Captive led to Carles. 


I will not zerrify thy pitying Breaſt, 


I will not tell thee, to what tort' ring Pain, 


That Villain Spaniard's Avarice condemn'd me. 

Condemn d me, Ezmont, for the Sake of Gold. . 

„ , the Diviaity of. Boggar Spaiw ; & yaradici {| 
d our neglected Refuſe |.--;*Fis enough; 

To tell thee, that, amid er — ke; 

And ſeeming dead, They, WG, not — * 


# Tae 


Toffeel, once more, but neyet to . [aft 00 
The Grindings of their Inſult. Three long Ves 


Have lent me Friends, and Hopes, and Arms, for 1 


Cloſe ambuſh'd, in the neightynng Woods they lie, 
Sworn, the Revengers of their bleeding Country). 

Ezm. Alas! my. Heart compaſiiynates thy Wrongs : 
But, qo not ſeek a Ruin, that gui d bun the. 
What can thy flint-arm'd Indians; Hourage do? 


What their weak Arrous, Spoils of Fiſbes Bowes? 
How can, thy ; naked, untrain 'S Warriors conquer? 
Unequally. oppos d to Iron men: 

To woundleſs Boſoms, coated o er with Safery l 15 
And arm d with miſſwe Thunders in their Hand, 
That ſtream Deaths on us, ſwifter than the Winds! 


No — fince the World,; they ſay, has yielded to * 
Yield Zamor, and Peru; and let em reign. | 

Zam. Let the World "Yield — Zamor will args find 
Some — Corner, in it, fit for Freedom. . wg 
Cl 4 


* * 
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Had I been born, to ſerve; Obedience claims 209 
Returns, of Benefit, and due Protection: e 2 = on 
Outrage and Wrongs require Correction only: Age 
Theſe Lightnings and theſe Thunders; Theſe fafe nk 
Caſes for Fear, which guard their Iron War: Mol 
Theſe fiery Sreeds, that tear the trampled Eat D 
And hurl their headlong Riders on the Foe; either = 
Theſe outward Forms of Death; that frighe the Wond, 
I can look ſtedfaſt on; and dare deſpiſe. ® 4 
The Novelty ondè loſt, the Force will fail. | 
1 Curſe on our feeble Gold It calls in Foes, 1 
Yer, helps not to repel the Wrongs it draus!: 
Oh! had but STEEL been ours! — but partial Heaven 
Has, with that manly Wealth, enrich'd our Fe! . 
--- Yet, not to leave our Vengeance quite diſarm” 4 ($045 ” 
Depriving us of Steel, it gave us Virtue. — 4 
Ezm. Virtue was 2 of old: But, Times are e — 
Zam. No Matter let us keep our 1 the ſane. 
Alzira cannot change: Alzidsjuſt. ot 4 
- Alzira's" faithful, to her Vows, and e. . 
Save tne, ye Gods! from a Friend's 2 Eye 1 
I hence are thoſe Sighs, and Tears? NIC 
Ezm. Too wretched Zamor ! ' e £201 * 
Zam. I thought myſelf Alxira's Father's Son; | 
But find, theſe Tyrants have wnking'd thy Soul: © 
And caught thee, on the Grave laſt Edge, to wrong i 
Ezm, They cannot. *Tis an Art, I will not learn. 
Nor are our Conq'rors, All, unjuſt: — for, know, © 4 
Twas Heaven induc'd theſe Chriſtians to our Clime, S 
Leſs to ſubdue, and rule us, than inſtruc g. 
Know, they brought with thetn Vertues, here unfound'* 4 
Secrets, immortal, that pteſerve the dos! / 1 L 
The Science, of Salvation; by Belief ! 43.6543 1} VE 11 I 
g 


bk 


# 
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The Art, of living ble ſed, and dying, ſafe :!: 
Zam. Or I am deaf: or, wou d to Heaven, Ib tre! 
bas if I heard thee, right, thou ſeem ſt to pa. * 
Theſe 
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Theſe pilfering Zealots, who uſurp thy Throne, 

And wou'd convert thy Daughter, to a Slave 
Ezm.. Alzira'is no Slave. | 
Zam. Ah! — Royal Ezmont / 

Pardon ſome Tranſport, which Deſpair inflam'd; 

And, to great Woes, jndulge a little Warmth. 

Remember, ſhe was mine, by ſolemn Vo 

By thy own Oath, before our Altar (worn, 

Honour, and Perjury, can never meer. 
Ezm. What are our Altars? what our Idal Gods ? 

Fantoms, of human Coinage, fear'd no more! 

I would not wiſh to hear thee cite their Name. 

Zam, hat was our Father's Worſhip vain Deceit ? \ 

Ezm. It was: and have happily diſclaim d it. 
May the great ſingle Power, that rules whole Heaven, 
Lend thy dark Heart one Ray, of Truh divine! 
Mayſt thou, unhappy Zamor, learn to know, 

And, knowing, to confeſs, in Europe's Ki: 114 
Her God ſhould be ador d, Her Sons bey d! 

Zam. Obeyd! Hell blaſt em! --- What ? theſe Sons of 
They have not robb'd thee of thy Faith alone, [Rapine ? 
But pilfer'd even thy Reaſon | — Yet, twas wiſe, . 
When thou woud'ſt keep no Vous, to own no Gods. 

But, tell me? — is Alzira too forſworn ? 

True to her Father's Weakneſs, has be fallen ? 
Serves /be the Gods of Chriſtians ? 

Ezm. Hapleſs Youth 
Tho bleſs'd in my own Change, I weep for Thine. 

Zam. He, who betrays his Friend, has Cauſe for . 
Vet, Tears, they ſay, ſhew Pity ; — If they do, 

Pity this Torment, which thy Shame has coſt me. 

Pity my Heart, at once alarmd, for Heayen, 

For Heavn betray'd, like me; and torn at once, 

By Love, and Zeal, and Vengeance. Take me, cerlot; ; 
Drag me, to die at my Alzira's Feet 


ny gh away. aSqul, ſhe faves pot. 
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Bur, have a Care— be cautious, ere I fall, wo kT 1 
Of urging me, tooraſhly, to Deſpair. _ iT 
Reſume a human Heart! and feel ſome Virtue. 1117 

Enter AL oN Zo, #0 EZMONT. 


Alonzo. My Lord, the Ceremonies wet your Preſence. 
Ezm. Farewel I follow thee, 
Zam. No, by my Wrongs! 
I will not quit this Hold, All have: learn, | 
War ceremony, what black Purpoſe, waits thee ? 
Ezm. Away - be counſelPd — fly this fatal City. 
Zam. Not tho! the Chriſtian Power that blaſts my Love 
Shou'd rain down Lightnings on my deſtin'd Head, 
And my own Gods cry'd, Say, I ſtill wou'd follow thee. ” 
Ezm. Forgive the Force of an #nwih'd Refuſal. — 
Guards, to your Care I muſt commit this Madman. 
Refrain him He wou d violate our Altar, 
Theſe Pagans, obſtinate in Idol Zeal, 
Malign our holy MyWries ; ; and profane 
The Church's ſolemn Service. — Guard the Doors, 
?Tis not in Right of my own Power I ſpeak ;' 
But, Carlos, in my Voice commands your Care. 
[Exit with Guards, after they hawe freed bim from 'Zatnor. 
Zam. Did I not hear him, Friends! — or aw I mad? 
Did I not hear him uſe the Name of Carlos? 
O, Treachery ! O Baſeneſs! O, my Wrongs! 
O! laſt, uncredited, Reproach of Nature ! 
Ezmons commands, for Carlos: Twas Nor Ezmont : 
*T was that black DEV u., that COTE, 
Lied, in His Shape, to ſcandalize Peru] 
O, Virtue ! thou art baniſh'd from Mankind: 
Even from Alzira's Heart, thou now art fed. 
Theſe Villain Bart rers rob us Nor of Gold, 
They Par it's fatal Price, in Morals ruim d. 
Deteſted Carlos, then, is here! — oh! Friends! 
What Council ? what Reſource? to ſhop Deſpair. 


+ 
- 


Ind. 


22 & ali Zi TIRES. 


Ind. Cap. Let not my Prince condemn the faithful all, 
That wou'd adviſe his Sortows. — Old Alvarez 
Will trait return, and bring, perhaps, That Son, 
With whom to ſhare his Joy the Good, Man haſten'd. 
Urge him to ſee you, {ife, without their Gates: 
Then, faddenly;rejoin-your ambuſl'd Friends, 
And march, more equal, to your purposd Vengeance. 
Let us not ſpare a Life, but good Aluarex, 
And this lov'd Son I, near the Wall, remark'd | 
Their Arts, and Modes of Structure: mark'd their Angles, 
Deep Ditch, broad Bulwarks, and their fleeping Thunders. 
I au and weigh'd it, all: and found Hope ſtrongeſt. 
Our groaning Fachers, Brothers, Sons, and Friends. 
In fetter d Labourroil, to houſe their Spoilers. 
Theſe, when we march to their unhop d Relief, | 
Will riſe, wichin the Town, behind their Maſters:  . | } 
While you, mean while, without, advance, againſt WN 
And, oer our dying Bodies, proudly heapp dj. 
Bridge a bold Entrance, Oer their bloody Rege 
There, may we turn, againſt their Fyrant Heads, 
Thoſe fiery Mouths of Death, thoſe Storms of Murder, 
Thoſe Forms, tat frightning honeſt, artleſs Bravery, _ 
on ourFxxorevce;'a Throne for Wrongs. 
Zen. Vuſtrinus Wretebedneſs] by Heaven, it — 
To ſee theſe ſoaring Souls out tower their Fortune. 
Shall we — fes, ſtill we ! — recover n 0 
Carlos ſhall feel Peru, deſpisd PRR Uu ; FO 
Knock ax his trembling Heart, and claim W 
Com, dire Revenge thou melancholy God! 
That comforts the Diſtreſꝰd with ſhadowy Hñopingt! 
Strengthen our willing Tlands: let Curlor die! 1 0 
Let but That Sv Murderer, Carlos, die 
And I am half repaid my Kingdom's Loſſe s 


But, we are Wretches," i#dolently brave: aft Þ 
We talk of Vetigeance : und we fleep, in Chains fo + 
Alvarez has'fotgot mer: Exmont flights mer _ 
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And Shel love is Theirs, whom moſt I hate. 
All the poor Comfort of my Heart i ö 
Hark | what ſurprizing Noiſe! [Shout ].It — — an 
And ſudden Fires, high-flaming, double Day 
Hark | from their Iron Throats, [ Guns] yon roaring Miſchiefs 
Pour their triumphant, Inſult. [Trumpers,o&c.] WhatnewFeaff, 
Or what new Crime, demands this Swell of Joy ? 
Now, in their heedleſs Mirth, ueſcend ſome God; 
And teach us to be free ; or, failing, di. | 
Tis Liberty alone, that makes Life dear: F 
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He does not live at all, who lives, to fear. | 
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HA DE of my murder d Lover! 2 to view me: 


een 


She has betray d her Faith, and married Carlos ! 

The Sea, that roll'd its watry World, betwixt us, 

Fail'd to divide our Hands — and he has reach'd me! 

The Altar trembled, at th unhallow'd Touch: 

And Heaven drew "8 reluctant, at our Meeting. 

0 | O! thou ſoft-hovering Ghoſt, that haunt ſt my Fancy! 
1 Thou, dear, and bloody Form, that skims, before me! 
li; Thou never- dying, yet thou buried, Zamor / 

* If Sighs, and Tears, have Power to pierce the Grave; 

th If Death, that knows no Pity, will but hear me ; . 
5 Ik ſtill thy gentle Spiri loves Axis N 
„ Pardon, that even in Death, ſhe dard forſake thee ! 

4 Pardon her rigid Senſe of Nature's Duties 

„ A Parent's Will ! — a pleading Country's Safety 

# Ar theſe ſtrong Calls, ſhe facrific'd her Love; 

i | To joyleſs Glory, and to taſteleſs Peace: 

Ul And, to an empty World, in which Thou art not! 

| O! Zamor! Zamor! follow me no longer. 

Wl: Drop ſome dark Veil, ſnatch ſome kind Cloud, before thee, 
Cover that conſcious Face, and let Death hide thee ! 
Leave me, to ſuffer, Wrongs that Heaven allots me : 

li And teach my buſy Fancy to forget thee. 


Enter 
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Enter EMRK. 
pere are thoſe Captives? are they free, Ea? 1 1 5 
Where thoſe ſad Childres of my niournful County) 7. © | 
Will they not ſuffer me't6'#e; to hear them? 
To ſit and weep, and minle with their ons. ee. = 
| Emira. Ah! rather, dieat the Rape of ar 1 
Who threatens 'em with OE fin / Stroke bf 
Some cruel Purpoſe kings, this Moment, Ger wi 
For, through'this Window MO and (ee; ol 
The brodi vel Standard; thar bbc Nb 000009 
Loud Burſts of Death roar from their fron Prims * 
And anſwer, dreadful, to each &thers C; © 0 
The Council haſts, alarm alartm d, 'and theers, ogy pgs 
All I have heard, beſides, "is, *havthe Prince; | 
Your Father, das been ſummor d to attend. Mee az 


Alx. Immortal Guardian of rh* endanget d a 3 
Havel, for This, in vain, betray' d my Peace? 10 4 
Dares the dire Hucbau# recent from the Altir, © 
New to m forc'd Oxtifeait; and ſcarce, yer, Lind N 
Of my repenting Hand; ſo ſoon; let looſe 
His re- eomiſſion d Murders "Muſt my 2M 
Serve, as the Prelude, to my-Pevple's.BlooY !'* 

O, Marriage! Marriage! what 4 Curſe is W 
Where Hands alone conſis,” ha Hearts — ego 


4 
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Cepb. Oneof the Captive Indians, juſt TY 4 
In Honour of the Joy that crowns this Dax, tu 
Prays your Permiſſion, Madam; ta be heard. 
And at your princely Ft, diſcloſe ſome Secret. 

Al. Let him, with Fired, and with Freedom, enter, 
For Him, and ie his Friends, Ele knows, I live. 
Dear to my Eyes, 1 mark n with Delight, 
And love, alas, in Them, thidir poor loſt Country.” 
D. why alone? — Why OSG . 
E. Ceph, | 
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Ceph. It is That Captain, 
To whoſe victorious Hand, Tbeard, but now, 
Alvarez, your new Lord's illuſtrious Father, 
Ow'd his remitted Life, from Indians, vd. 
Emira. With earneſt Preſſure, He has ſought your Preſence: 
He met me, entring, and with trembling Haſte, 
Implor d mo to befriend th? important Prayer. 
He told me, further, that the Prince your Father, 
For ſome ſtrange Cauſe, This Indiaz ſeems to.knorw, 
Had charg d the Guards he ſcap d 4 to prevent 
His Acceſs.tq your Ear. — Methinks, there. fits 


A kind of ſullen Greatneſs, on his Rrow, 


As if it veibd, in Grief, ſomeaweful Purpoſe. 
Ceph. I watch'd him —and.he walks, and turns, and weeps: 
Then ſtarts, and looks at Heaven; and to the Gods, 
Pours up an ardent, Sjgh, that breathes your Name 
I pitied him but, gather d, from this Freedom, 
That He's a Stranger to your Rank, and Greatneſ;. 
Alx. What Rank? What Greameſs c Periſnall Diſtinction, 
That, from the wrong d Unhappy, barrs the Great /. 
Who knows, but This was, once, ſome gern rous Friend, 


Some brave Companion, of my Zamor's Arms 


Who knoyes, but He was near him, when he fell; 

And brings ſome Meſſage from his parting Soul 

How dare I then receive him ? — Can my Heart 

Be Proof, againſt the laſt, kind, Words of Zamor ? 

Will not the half-lulld Pain, rekindling freſh, 

Burn, with Encreaſe of Smart, and wring my Soul ? 

No Matter, let him enter. { Exit Cephania. 
Ha! what means | 

This ſudden Chillneſi, ſadd*ning, round my Heart, 

In ſhort, faint, Flutt rings, never felt, before! 

Ah! fatal Reſidence! From the firſt Hour 

Theſe hated Walls became Alxiras Priſon, 


Exch diff rent Moment * ſome diff cent Pain 
Enter 
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Enter Za 
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Zn. Art thou, at length, ried he? O tell med 
Art thou, indeed, Alzira ? 
Alx. — Gentle Shivis } 
gs me De ee ee happy! 
I have been wrong d; but {| Paints, ESO 
Zam. Thine, ſhe oA have ſaid; 
And her imperfect Purpdſe fully bleſs'd me. 
Revive, thou deareſt, lovelieft, loſt, Alzira ! 
Zamor will \ive no lönger, ſhou dſt Thou die. 
Alx. The kind, forgiving,” Shade is, till baute he! 
It wak'd me, by a Sound, that ſeem His Name. | 
Zam. I am #0 Shadow, if Ala MINE; (9352s 
I am thy living Lover, at "thy Fett n 


Reclaiming thee, thou nobleſt Half Himkelf! 


Alx. Can it be poſſible, Thou ſhou'dſt be Zamor Þ: 
Zam. Thy Zamor — THINE. 
Alx. But, — art thou ſure, thou bf?" a 
Zam. Tis i in thy Power . 
To make That Truth undovbted. — Do but 4 
Thou wou 'dft not have me die, and I will bve, 
To thank thee; this, with everlaſting Lobe. 
['Riſes, and catches her in ; bi Arms: 
A. O! Days & Sofineſs! =O! remember'd Tears, 
Of ever-vaniſh'd Happineſs! — O! Zamor 
Why has the Grave been þGuntiful, 200 late ? 
Why ſent thee back, ia vain f to make Joy bitter; 
By mix d Ideas f diſtricting Horror Gl 
Ah, Zamor | — Whar a Time is Thir, — to charm in! 
Thy every Word, and Look, ſhoots D aggets through me | 
Zam. Then, cord if Rein? | 
Alx. Ido — Ido, __ 
Becauſe, — it was no ſooner, 
Zam. Generous Tendernefs! 
Alx. Where haſt thou een iong—anomnlgs? 
| Zam. 
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Zam, A wand᷑ring Vagabond, chat trod the World, 
In fruitieſs Seh of Means, to fave, Alzira. - HER. 
Not all the tort'ring Racks, of Villain Cantos, 9 
Cou'd from my panting Heart Leal dare, - 


LF IR 


The blogdy Spoilertird his Rage iu N; 

I brav'd hig Wouads, and laſults. — Like. bad, hs. 

No Leiſure to forſake 1 mei; Tuqv Fequir's dt me Er was 
The Groans of ſuff'ering Nationz reach d my e a. 
And bad it ſeruzg/e, to reyenge.! Mankind. 

Alas! thou trembleſt f Thy ſoft N ature rinks, 

At bare Recital of. thele Speniſh Virtues,” : WAR 

Doubtleſs, the Guardian God chat {miles on Love, | * | 

Knew thy kind Wiſh. 57 andy. for r thy Sake, ſuſtain d dme. ; 

And Thou wilt thank, [ know, hy gentle e * 

Thy pious Heart diſdains to uit. if L \Ciods, - A 

Becauſe They fr with thee; and bave faild 

To ſtem th' invading Hoſt of f Spain New FA 

- Thou haſt too little-Fallenoqd, for a d Spaxiard. b 
— Haſt thou er heard 25 a bale rech, calrd Cerlis re 

A Birth, than blackens Nature la taught Monſter. | 

Sent, in our Shapes, from ſome far diſtant Words uo 

T5 bumble ours, Wich Senſe of human Baſeneſs !. | 

They telhme, He is Ee is bere, - — N n thou know R bim! 1 

Toth thegs ſhalt guide ty V LOWERS © SY r Firſt, 

And Vile ſt, of its Victims. 1 ar 
Ate. Find him, here —7 e — — 

Black, in my Breaſt, he hives: ee strike, of abe 
Zam. Hold, er not, et. This . 5 
Alx. Strike for I merit n neicher Life, — nor Th e 1 
Zam Exmont 41 feel Of. > and elieve thee, all oy 1 A 
he Didhe then e, 15 — Fd my Father Power 1 

To dwell fo ſadly on my hopelels Woes, 99%; n 

As to deſcribe em to thee ? --- Did he name 

The dreadful Husbarid — his loſt Daughter owes him 2 


Zam No hut Thon may. ff. For, Trar wil harden Zamor, 
That He ſhall never be aſtoaiſttd, more! 


A'O! 
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A Yes—— | will tell it thee Prepare to tremble: 
Not for Thyſelf to'tremble; — but for Mile. 
I will lay open the vaſt Horror, to thee:: | 
Then, Thou wilt weep, and live: and bid me — 6+: 

Zam. Alzira' i peg BON7 co | 

Ala This 'Carlos ==» 
Zam. CAaRLos! | 


. 3%. 2 t UV 
I was, this Morning, Sworn dT 4 . 
Zam. Sworn whoſe * not car? 8 . 


Alx. I have been betray d. 5 „ e 
I was too weak, alone, — againſt my Country? | 
ven on #his fatal, this foreboding, Day, 
Almoſt within thy Sight, Chriſtian Alzira 
Plighted, in Preſence of the Chriſtian God, | 
Her hapleſs Hand, to Carlos, —— Tis a Crime; | 
That hopes no Pardon. All my Gods renounc'd ! * | 
My Lover wrong'd 1 my Country's Fame betray d | 
All; All, demand Revenge. Do Thos, then, kill me: 
Thou wilt ſtrike tenderly =— and my glad Blood 
Shall meet thy dear-lov'd Hand— and, That way, join ben 

Zam. CAaRLos, Aluras Husband! . *tis'impeſſible ! - 

Al. Were I diſpos d to mitigate my Crime, 
cou d alledge a Father's awful Power; 
coud remind thee of our raid State 
And plead my Trart, my Struggles, and DifratFies: : | 
Till three, long, wretched; Tears:confirm'd thee dead. = (20 
I cou'd, with Juſtice charge my Faith renown?d | 
On Hatred of thoſe Gods, who ſar/d not Zamor. - . 
But, I diſclaim Exeuſe,—to/our:Remiſſion, - : 
Lowfinde me Guilty; and that Oull-oondirhis me. 
Since Thos art ſafe, no Matter what I far. K 
When Life has bft che Foys that make id" ae 
— The ſhorteſt. Lider the bappieſt; ways. L2iT 
Why do'ſt thou vie me, with u badanEye?. th 
Thou ſhoud'ſt look ſteruly and retract all Pity, 


gn _ 4: 6:44 RR N. 
Zam. No —if I ſtill am /ov'd, Thou art not guilty, - 
— Wiſping me bleſod, methinks thou mat me ſo. 
Alz. When, by m Father urg d, and by Alvaro, 
And inly too impell „ perhaps, to Fate, 
By ſome forſaken God, who meant Revenge; 
When by the Chriſtian's Fears, and my touch d Heart, 
Ar once, beſet, They drag'd me to the Temple, 
Even in the Moment when advancing Carlos. 
Sought my eſcaping Hand, —tho? I, then, thought Thee 
Dead; and forever loſt to my fond Hopes: 
Yer, then, beneath the Altar's ſacred loom, 
I bow'd my Soul to Zamor: Memory, 
Reliev d me, with Thy Image, — Indians, Spaniardt, 
All, All, have heard, how ardently I loy'd thee. 
Ts my Heart's Pride, to boaſt it to the World ! 
To Earth, to Heav'n, — to carlos, I proclaim'd it! 
And now, e en now, in this diſtreſsful Moment, 
For the [aft Time,. I tell TaYsELF, Ilove thee. 
Zam. For the laſt Time !- Avert the Menace, Heav'n! 
Art thou at once, teſtor'd — and loſt again! 
Tis not Love's Language, This! — alas! Alxira ! 
Alx. ©, Heayen | - Alvarez comes, and with him, Carlos. 


Enter Don ALvars, followd by Don CaRLos. 


Alv. See! with Alzira there, my Life's Reſtorer 
Approach, young Hero / tis my Son, bo ſeeks thee; 
Spain g Delegate, who here holds Power ſupreme : 

My Carlos, bids thee ſbare his bridal or. 
— Meet, and Embrace: Divide your Father's Love: 
My Son, of Nature, One — and One, of Choice. 

Zam. Nam'd be not Carlos? PERISH ſuch a Sous 
As the DeTEsTED CaRLos!- | 

Alx. Heaven avert. 
The riſing Tempeſt, 8 Soul! [ 

Aly. What means This WoNDER ? VII V. 

A [et dd 2001 Zam. 


89 „ N — — 


os. 


Thar fuch a Father — CAN -— have ſuch a Son! 


{ TxaceDY zx 


Lam. Tis not POSSIBLE | — | 
No — I wou'd disbelieye arteſting Gods, 
Shou'd they, from Heaven, aſſert this Shock to Nature; 


D. Car. to Zamor.] Slave! ene Spring dos th 
blind Fury riſe? : 
Know'ſt thou not who I m? 

Zam. Thou art —a Villain. 

My Country's Horror and whole Nature's Shame! 
Among the Scourges whom juſt Heaven! has left thee, 
Know me, for Zamor. 

D. Car. Thou, Zamor 7 

Alv. Zamor ! 

Zam. Yes— the tortur'd Zamor. 

Bluſb to be told it: and remember, with it, 
The bloody Rage of thy remprſclef Cruelty ; 
That baſely dar'd inſult a yielded Captive! 
Now, he returns --- ?7riumphant, in Diſtreſs, 
To look thee into Shame: to ſee thoſe Eyes 
Fall their ſtretch'd Fiercenels, and decline before him,” 

Thou Waſter of the World! Thou licens'd Robber ! 
Thou whoſe Laſt Spoil was my Alzira's Glory! | 
Win her, againſt this Sword; [ draws. | —the Sole, good, gan 
Zamor can boaſt, he oqves thy haughty Country. 

Now, the fame Hand, that gave the Father Life, 
Claims, in Return, the Son's devored Blood : 

And, ſo reveng'd, atones a dying Realm. 

Alv. Confounded. and amaz d, I hear him ſpzak ; 
And every Word grows Stranger — Carlos cannot 
Be guilty --- or, if Guilty, cannot anſwer. 

D. Cir. To anſwer, is a Poornels I deſpiſe. 

Where Rebels dare accuſe, ſhould Power reply, 
Twou d but forget to puziſh.-—-With this Sword, 

I might ; but that I know the Reverence, due, 
To your protecting Preſence, well have Here 
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Madam, [ro Alzira. 7 combine ſbau d dre Inſtrucded er 
Why you offend me, while I ſee you Herre. 
If not ny Peace, atleaſt your Fame, debiands' | _ 
That you now drive this Outlaw from your Thoughts. 
You weep then | and inſ#lt me with your Tears? 
And, Yer, I love, and can be jealous: of you! 
* Alx. Cruel. and Tow, + my Father, and Protector! 
And Thou ! 4 my Soul's paſt Hope, in happier Times 
Mark --» and condole my Fate. Mix your Due Pie: 
And tremble, at the Horror of my Woes. 

Behold this Lover, which my Father choſe me, 
Before I knew there was a World, but oars. 
With his reported Death our Empire fell: E 
And J have liv'd, to ſee my Father's Throne oy i 
Oferturn'd ; and All Things chang d, in Earth, and Hear nl 
By every "RELA Help, alas! forſaken, | | 
At length, my Father, from the Chriſtian's Goo 
Sought Help, and ſereen d a State, behind his Name. 
Compell'd, before this vn knotun Power, to kneel, 
A dreadful Oath has bound my backward Soul, 
To love the Murd' rer of my real Lover 

In my new Faith, Town, myſelf un-skill'd, 
But, all, that Pertue taught me, That, 1 — 
Z amor, Flove thee, juſtly : — I confeſs it. 
What Duty calls for, can deſerve No. SHAME. i 
Yet, where my Soul is bound, my Heart obeys : | - 
And I can now be Thine, tos no more. | 4 
Let me be wretched, rather than vet. 

Carlos, for you, 21 am your Wife , and Victim: 
Yer, in Abhorrence of your cruel Heart, 


wil. 


I hold my Hand &wor# 4; and, hence, ab jure vou. 


One Way, to Either, 1 ſubmit, With Joy: 
If your Swords claim me, I am due to * N 
W wil reward me wich che DG L wiſh? | 


* To Carios. | t To Alvarez. 2 To Zamor. 
5 Carlos, 


% 


A TAN RD . 85 


carlos, thou haſt a Hand already ſtauud: io eK 
Thy practis d Poignard need not ſtart, at Blood. ö 
Strike then, for due Revenge of ſlighted Loa; 


And, puniſhing the Guilty, - Oros, be juſt. * 


D. Car. I find ,that, Mackey eee eee eee 
Proud of offending, One who weft forgive. 
But, you invoke my — and it comes. 
Your Fate is ready for, your auen an. 
Who 1 Guard there. 


Euter Soldiers. 4 


Alx. Crue, Chriſties, Inſult! | 

Alv. My Son! har ac a0 you? Weste Tila? 
Think, whore you ſentence. Is his Perſon hateful, 
Yet, reverence his Virtue, and his Name. 
He who is, helpleſs, in his Harrr's Hands, 
Claims Safety, from his {eakweſs. —— Why, why, ci 
Muſt I, a ſecond Time, remind your Mercy? 
I gave you Life: — but Zamor gave it Mx. 
Be warn d nor forfeit Honour, to Revenge, 


Enter Dor ALONzZo, with Spaniſh Soldiers. 


Alon. Pardon an Entrance, Sir, thus unprepar d. 


The Woods, that border on the neighb'ring chow 
Pour out a ſudden Swarm of Indian Fes. 


Arm'd they advance, as if to ſcale our Walls: 
And Zamor's Name, reſounded, rings to Heaven. 
Gleamings, from Golden Bucklers, meet the Sun: 
And in firm Line, and cloſe compacted March, 
The ſttetch'd Batallions move, in martial Juſtneſs. 
They hold ſuch Diſcipline, ſuch order'd Motion, 
As ne'er was known before, to Savage Foes. 
As if, from us, they catch the Lights of War, 
And tum d the burning Leſſons on their Teachers. 
D. car. — let us think em worth our * 

— Heroes, of Spain] ye fav'cice Sons of WS! 

b. of / All 


3 
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All Corners of the World are yours, to ſbine in. 
Help me to teach theſe Slaves to kzow their Maſters 
Bring Him along, by Force. | 
Zam. Tyrant, they dare not. An 
Or; are they Gads, who cannot be repelld? 
And Proof againſt 1 A ſeek 0 gide7 
D. Car. Surround him. 
Alz. Spare him, fave him! —— 
Alu. Son, be cool : 22 
And, ftill, remember, what your Father 0 owes "ny 
D. Car. Sir, I remettiber.” tis a Soldier's Duty 
Ty bear down Oppoſition : |{0. you taught me. 
' {Alonzo;7aud Spaniſh Soldiers, ſurround and ſeize ar 
17 Sir, —I ga, where Honour calls me. 
. [ Exit, with Zamor, and all the Spaniſh Soldiers. 
Alx. Ito Alv.] 1 at your Feet, Ifall; your Virtue's Claim. 
Tische firſt Homage Fortune, yet, has taught me. 
Grant me the wiſh'd Releaſe, of Death's kind Hand, 2 
From Miſerięs; Irannos li ve, to ſee. | 
But, dying, let me leave this Witneſs with you, 
That, true to my firſt Vows, I change not lighrly. 
Two different Claimers cannot, Bob; poſſeſs 


One faithful Heart, that can but once be given. 


Zamor is mine: and I am only Zamor 8. 
Z amor is virtuous, as a fancied Angel. 
Twas Zamor gave his. Life, to good Alvarez ! 

Alv. 1 feel the Pity of a Father, for thee. 

[ mourn afflicted Zamor : I will guard him: 
will protect you; both, unhappy ee ; 

Yet, ah! be mindful of the Marriage Tye, | 
That, but this Morning, bound thy Days to Carlos. 
Thou art no longer Thine, my mournful Daughter. 
Carlos has been too cruel; but repents it: 

And This once-ctuel Carlos is thy Husband. 


Heis y Son too: and he loves us, Both.  - 


Pity ſoon ſaſtens Hearts, where Love has enter d- 


/ 2 — WY 


Alz. Ah! why did Heay'n not make you Zamor's Father! 


35 


Greatneſs with Sweetnels join; ike — 


Each aiding other, mingle warm, With bright 
What the Kind wants, th Aſſociate Strong ſupplies, 


And from the Gentle, Peace ind Taltuneſs riſe, 
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Don AtLvaRg?z, Don Carlos. 


Shouts, Trumpets, a long and lefty Flouriſh, 
| | — ALVAREZ. 


E SE RYE, my Sen, this Triumph of your Arms. 
Your Numbers, and your Courage, have prevail a; 
And, of this laſt, beſt, Effort of the Foc, « 
Half are no more; ad Half are yours, in Chains. 
Diſgrace not due Succeſs, by undue Cruclies : 
But call in Mercy, to ſupport your Fame. 
I will go Viſit the afflicted Captives, 
And pour Compaſſion on their aking Wounds, 
Mean white, remember, ycy are Maz, and Chriſtian. 
Bravely, at once, reſolve, to PAR DoN Zamor. 
-— Fain wou'd I ſoften this indocil Fierceneſs: 


"2 


D. Car. Your Words pierce mine, — freely, devote my 140 
But, leave at Liberty my juſt Revenge. 
Pardon him? - Why, the Savage Brute is lo, A 
Alv. TW rue Belov d moſt merit Pity. 
D. Car. Pity /-- Cou d I be ſure of ſuch Reward, 
1 wou'd die pleas'd, — and ſhe ſhou'd pity Me. 
 Alv.:How much to be lamented is a Heart, 
At once, by Rage of beadlong Will oppreſs d, 
And by ftrong Jealouſies, and Doubtings, torn ! 
T Dar. When Jealouſy becomes a Crime, Guard, Heaven, 
That Husband's Honour, whom his Wife not loves 
Your Pity takes in all the World — but Me. 
Alv. Mix not the Bitterneſs of diſtant Fear 
With your arriv'd Misfortunes. — Since Alzira 
Has Vertue, it will prove a wiſer Care 


Fd 
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To ſoften her, for Change, by patient Dendemess "Mt 
Tan, by Reproach, confirm a willing Hate. 
Her Heart is, like her Country, rudely ſweet — "A 
Repelling Force,” but gentle to the Kind,” F 
Softneſs will ſooneſt bend the ſtubborn WAI. - 
D. Car. Softmeſi==by all the Wrong of Womar's Hai 
Too much of Sof?neſs but invites Dh \..."*' * 
F.atter'd too long, Beauty at length; 1 A 
And, inſolently ſcornful, fights its Pratſer. 
Oh! rather, Sir,” be jealous tor my Glory: | — 
And urge my doubting Anger, to reſolve. 
Too low already, Condeſcention bow'd, 
Nor bluſh'd, to match the Cong'ror-withi'the Slave 
But, when this Slave, unconſcious; what ſhe owe, d 
Proudy repays Humility, with Srofrrnmnmn = 4 
And braves, and hates the unaſpiring Love, 
Such Love is Weakmeſ#* and Submiſſion, ow.” 10 
Gives Sanction to Ontempt, and rivers Pains.” 2 
Alu. Thus, Youth is, ever, apt judge i Bf ot 
And loſe the Medium, in the wild Ef. 
Do not repent, but regulare, your Paſſion: 210 
Tho? Love is Reaſon, its ERxceſs is Ragmeee. 
Give me, at leaſt, your Promiſe, to 270, 
In cool, impartial, Solitude: And, 3 
No laſt Deciſion till we meet again. x bs 
D. Car. It is my eds eee e Ny moo! 
Nature denies me Power,” to anfiver, M ĩ⁊ͤ TD / 
I will, in Wiſdon's Rigbt, ſuſpend ny Auger. 
Let — Ser my loaded Heat: — 20 


Leſt my Strength fai beneath th? uneg,DPreſſute. 
Alv. mne e- eee oi 


7 . & 

0 Gd ale. i D att 
I 3 
Give up the livelier Jo of with'd Ræπ¹ ee 


"Mult I repel! the guardian Cares of Feelosſy, 
And ſlacker every , to Riyal Love ? 


ww AGE IN 


1 Maſt I reduce my Hopes, * Savage? 
And poorly envy ſuch a Wretch as Zamor r 
| A coarſe Luxuriaxce of ſpontaneous Virtue! 1 e . 
| A Shoot, of rambling, fierce, offenſive Freedom: _ wa: 

1 Nature's wild panic oe Gnome, but un-prux'd, in Dari 
A rough, raw, Woodman, of genes 5.0 
Wit'rate in the Arts of pokſb'd L; 62 «T 
And, who, in Europe, where the Fair « can JUDGE. 4 
Wou'd hardly, in our Courts, be call d, a Max! | 

—Shecomes! —lzjrecomes! ——unwiſh' d mJ cherming 


N 


Enter ATL ZIx x. ; 


Alx! Xou turn, and len we Ir — $0... L have been d, 
Spaniards, hy Cuſtom, — meet ſubmiſſive Mues. 
— But, hear me, Sir: hear, eyen a ſuppliant Wits, | 
Hear this unguilty Object of your Auger, * 

One, who can rev rente, tho ſne cannot love you: 

1 One, who is wrong d Herſelf, not injures hon: 1 
One, Who, indeed iswweaë, — and wants your Piry. "WM 
| {I cannot wear Dis@vss : Be it ch' Effect Aan“ 

Of Greatneſs, et of Weakneſs, in in my Mind, 20 

My Tongue cou d ne er be moy d, but by my Heart::- 

And That — wi yow'd, Another s. m— If he honing ES 

The honeſt Plainneſkigf my Soul deſtroys er rex rf 

— You look furpriz'd: I will, Kill more, Curprize * 

I come, f&*ryYoutdeeply --- for, I mean 

| To move the Hucbgpe,, in the Lover Favour * 


| — I had half flatzerd my unpractis d Hope, Av 
ü That You; who gevern others, ſhou d, eue, 1 
Be temp rate in the e of your.own Paſſions. 1 2 


Nay, I perſuaded my guebriſtian Ixn rance, 
That an ambitious Varrior's infelt Pride 
Shou'd plead, in Pardon of That Pride in Others. 


. ——This J am ſure of, that, forgi ling Mere, ö 
. Wou'd ſtamp more OT La on our e Heart, | 
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T ban all our Cold on Thoſe, of Men, like 9m. 
Who knows, did ſuch a Change endear your Breaſt, ' 

How fat the pleaſing Force might ſoften in 

Your Right ſecures you my Reſpect, and Fairh , . 
—— Strive, for my Love: Strive; for whatever, Elſe, 
May charm : — if Aught there is, er like Love. 
+— Forgive me: I ſhall be berray d, by Fear, 

To promiſe, till I over-charge my Power. | 
Yet try, what Changes, Gratitude can make. 

A Spaniſh Wife, perhaps, wou'd promiſe more : 
Profuſe in Charms, and prodigal of Tears, - 
Wou'd promiſe all Things — and forget em, all. | 
But I have weaker Charms, and ſimpler Arts. | YN 
Guile-leſs of Soul, and left, as Nevwre formd aer 5 
err, in honeſt Innocence of Aim, 

And, ſeeking to compoſe, inflame you, more. 

All Lcan add, is This: Unlovely Force 
Shall never bow me, to reward Conſtraint : 

But — to what Lengths I may be led, by Benefits, 
Tis in your Pow'r to try: not mine, to tell. 

D. Car. Tis well. Since Fuſtice has ſuch Pow'rtoguide you, 

That you may follow Duty, Tuo it, firſt.” 

Count Modeſty, among your Country's Vertues ; 

And copy, -— not condemn, the Wives of Spain. 

Tis your firſt Leſſan, Madam, to yoRGET:.. 

Become more delicate, if not more kind, 

And, never let me hear, the Name I hate. 

—— You ſhou'd learn, next, to bluſh away your Haſte, - 

And walt in Silence, till y Mill reſolves 

What Puniſhment, or Pity, ſuits his Crimes. 

— Know, laſt, that (thus provok d) a Hurband's n 
Our-ſtrerches Nature, — if it pardons — You. 

Learn, thence, Ungrateful! that I want nor Pity : 

And be the Laſt, to dare believe me Cruel. {Exit D. Carlos. 

Em. Madam, be comforted; — Tmar#d him well: 
ſee, he loves; and Love will make hirh after. po 
» .& . 
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Alx. Love has no Pow r to act, when curb d, by nung. 
Zamor muſt die — for I have ask d his Life. oo 
Why did not I foreſee the Likely Danger? 

— But, has thy Care been happier ?— Cn Thou ve im? 
Far, far, divided from me, may he live 
--- Haft thou made Trial of his Keeper's Faith ? 
«Em. Gold, chat, with Spaniards, can outweigh their God, 
Has bought his Hand: — and, ſo, his Faith's your o m. 

Alx. Then (Heav'n be blelrd) This Metal, form d for eimer, 
Sometimes, atones the W rongs, tis dug to cauſe? 
— But, we loſe Time: - Why doſt thou ſeem to pauſe 7 

Em. I cannot think they purpoſe Zamor s Death. 
Alvarez has not loſt his Pow'r ſo far, | 
Nor can the Conncil ——— 
Alz. They are Spaniards, Al. 

Mark the proud, partial, Guilt of theſe vain Men! 
Ours, but a Country, held, to yield Them, SLAvEs; 
Who reign, our Kings, by Right of diff rent Cline 
Zamor, mean While, by Birth, true Sovereign here, 
Weighs but 4 Rebel, in their righteous Scale 
Oh! — civiliz'd Aſſent, of ſocial Murder ! 4 
— But, why, Emira, ſhould this Soldier ſtay ? J 

Em. We may expect him inſtantly. -— The Night, | 
Methinks, grown darker, veils your bold Deſign. 

Wearied by Slaughter, and unwath'd from Blood, 
The World's proud Spoilers, all, lie huſh'd, in Sleep. 

Alx. Away, and find this Spaniard. -— Guilr's bought * 
Opening the Priſon, Innocence goes free. 

Em. See! — by Cephanis led, he comes, with Zamor. 

--- Be cautious, Madam, at ſo dark an Hour, | 
Leſt, met, --- ſuſpected Honour ſhould be loſt : 
And Modeſty, miſtaken, ſuffer Shame. 

Alx. What does thy ill-taught Fear miſtake, for Shame? 
Vertue, at Midnight, walks, as ſafe, within, 
As in the conſcious Glare of flaming Day. 
She who in Forms finds Vertue, has wo Vertue. 


All 
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- All the Shame lies, in hiding honeſt Love. A. f 
— Honour, the alien Fantom, here unknown, A 
Lends but a length ning Shade, to ſetting. 4 00 T da. 
Honour's not Love of Ianotence, but Praiſe! ij 
The Fear of Cenſure, not the Scorn of Sin 
—-- But, I was taught, in a ſencerer Cline 
That Vertue, tho" it ſpines not, ſtill. is Vertue?: 
And inbred Honour gtows not, bat at home 
This my Heart #mows and, knowing, bids me dare, 
Shou'd Heaven. forlake the . 5 bold, ee bi, 


* 


Enter Z usb with erneute, * 4 Spaniſh 
Soldier. 2 "PUBS 71 eck 


* 


Ah ! fly-— 8 Hopes are hoſt; : thy ewe $ = 5g 
Eſcape, this Moment, or thou ſtay'ſt, 6. 
Haſte, --- loſe no Time, be gone: this Guardian PER 
Will teach thee to deceive the Murderer's Hope. 5 | 
Reply not, --- judge thy Fate, from my Deſpair :, .. 
Save, by thy Flight, the Man I love, from Death; "On mY 
The Man, whome I have ſworn Zobey, from Bh: 
And a loſt World, that knows thy Worth, from Trarr- 
Thy Country calls thee: Night conceals thy Steps. 
Pity thy Fate: and leave me, to my own. 

Zam. Thou Robber' Property ! Thou Chriſtian's Wirz] 
Thou! who dar'ſt love me, --- yet, dar ſt bid me ive 
It I muſt live, come Thou, to make Life tempting. 1 
Bur, twas a cruel Wiſh ! How cou'd I ſhield thee? 
Stript of my Power, and Friends, and nothing lef# me, 
But Wrongs, and Miſery ! — I have no Douer, 
To tempt reluctant Love. All, thou can'ſt ſhare, 0 
With me, will be - my Deſart, - and my Heart. 

When I had more, I laid it, at thy Feet. 
Alz. Ah! what are Crowns, that muſt no more be — ? 


—_Y 


I lov'd, net Power, but Thee: Thyſelf once /oft, 


What has an empty World, to tempt my Stay? 1: 
Far, in the Depth of thy ſad Deſarts, trac d, wrt 
WO My 
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T have my Lover, and my Fame, to guard. 


My Heart will ſeek thee: Faxcy, there, miſleads 
My weary, wand' ring, Steps: There, Horror finds, 
And preys upon, my Solitude: there, leaves me, 
To languiſh Life out, in unbeard Complaints: 
To waſte, and wither, in the Tear-leſs Winds : 


And die, with Shame, at Breach of plighted Faith, 


For being only Thine, — and, yet, Anotber's. 
»-- Go, — carry with thee both my Peace and Life: 
And leave (ah! wou'd thou cou'd'ſt ) thy Sorrows, bere. 


And I will ſave *em, Both. Be gone for ever. 
Zam. I bate this Fame, falſe Avarice of Fancy ! 
The fickly Shade of an unſolid Greatneſs ! 
The Lying Lure of Pride, that Europe cheats by 
Periſh the groundleſs Seemings of their Virtue ! 
But, ſhall ford Oaths, at hated Chriſtians Altars, 
Shall Gods, who rob the Gods of our Fore-fathers, 
Shall Theſe - obtrude a Lord, and blaſt a Lover 
Alx. Since It was ſworn, or to your Gods, or theirs, | 
What Help is left me? 
Zam. None. Adieu — for ever, 
Alx. Stay. — What a Farewel, This ? [ Going ] Return, 
T charge thee. 
Zam. Carlos, perhaps, will hear thee. 
Alx. | Returning | Ah! pity, rather 
Than, thus, apbraid, my Wretchedne(. 
On our paſt V. 


Alx. I think of nothing, . 
But of thy Danger. 


Zam. Oh! · thou haſt * 
The tend reſt --- fondeſt -— Lover! 
Ax. Still, I love, 
Crime as it is, I love thee. --- Leave me, Zamor, 
Leave me, alone, to die. Ha | CrutL ! tell me! 
What horrible Deſpair, revolving wildly, 
MA Burſts 


Alx. What won dſt thou? Whither go ou? 


[ Holding him] 


Zan. To make a proper Uſe of unhop'd Freedom. 
Alz. By Heaven! if tis to Death, Pll-fo/low thee. 
Zam. Horrors, unmix'd with Lovx, demand me, ow: 


Leave me. Time flies. Night blackens. Duty calls... _ 
Soldier, --= atterid my Steps. 18 LExit, baſtily. 


Alx. Alas, Emira ! 
J faint,---I die. In what ungovern'd Start 


Of ſome raſh Thought, he lefr me! — Haſte, Emta, | 


—__ 


Watch his feard Meaning, Trace his fatal Footſteps,--- 


And — thou REN him fa : fa fe return, and bleſs me. 


[ Exit Emira. | 


—A black, prefaging, Sort Well my Heart! 

What cou'd'a Day, like This, produce, but Woe? © 

Oh! -- Thou! dark, aweful, vaſt, myſterious N 

Whome Chriſtians worſhip, yet, not comprehend! =, 

If, Ignorant of Thy new Laws, I ſtray, | 

--- Shed, from Thy diſtant Heaven, where-eer It ſhines, 

One Ray of Gnardian Light, to clear my Way: 

And teach me, firſt ro find, then af, Tay WII. 
But, if my only Crime is — Love of Zamor, 

If Tnar offends Thy Sight, and claims Thy Anger: 

Pour Thy due Vengeance, on my hopeleſs Head ; 

For, I am, then, a Wretch, 00 Loft, for Mexcy. wa 
Yet, --- be the Wanderers Guide, amidſt his Defarts ? 

Greatly diſpenſe Thy Good, with Equal Hand; 

Nor, partial to the Partial, give Spain, All. 

Thos can'ſt not be confin'd to Care of Pax Ts; 

Heedleſs af One World, and the Ozher's Fararr : 

Variquiſh'd; and Victors, are alike, to THEE © 

And All our vain Diſtinctions Mix, before Thee: 


— Ah: what foreboding Shriek ! --- Again! and Louder! 
* G 2 Oh 
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Burſts from thy Eyes, with Purpoſe more chan Morn 20 
Zam. It SHALL be os. [Going] 
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OK Heaven! amidſt the Wildnefs of That Sound, 
8 Name of Zamor / --- Zamor's Losr. | 
Hark La Third Time ..- Arid; now, the mingled Cries 
T4 as on m Fer 7 
Enter EMiza, frighted, 


wer, wer 


-» > 


5 — Ry j ee, SAVE me. 
What has. he dine? In Pity of my Fears, 
Sþvak; — and beſtow ſome Comfors ? 
En. Comfort is Loſt: 

And All the Rage of Death has, ſure, polleſs'd, bim. 

FE irſt, he chang 4 Habit, with the trembling Soldier : 
Then, ſnatch d his Weggon from him. The robb d Wretch 
Flew, frighted, toward the Gate; — while furious Zamor, 

Mild, as the fighting. Rage: of Wintry Winds, - 
Ruſh'd to the Publick Hall, where fits the Council, 
Following, 1 ſaw him paſs. the fleeping Guards : 

But loft him, when he enter 4, — Ina Moment, 

T heard a Sound of Voices cry He's dead. 

Thep, clam rous Calls, from every Way at once, + 

To Arms, To Arms] -- Ah!. Madam, ftay not here ; 
Fly, to the Inmoſt Room, and ſhun. the Danger. 

Alx. No, dear Emira : rather, let us try, WI 

Whether our Weakneſs may not find ſome. n. 

Late, and unlikely as it is, — fo ſave him. 

J, too, dare dix. bi 
E. Di come, —Proted be Heaven! | 


Enter Don ALonzo. 


Alon. rn 
To ſeize your Perſon: — Tis a Charge, um] j 
Alx. Whence do'ſt thou come? wan _ ſent thed 
: . hither ?. K 444 $0961 
. of 16:97 | 

| | 2 5 4 


. 
s 0 
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Alon. At a Time, 


80 full of Danger, my Reſpedt gives —_ 

To Duty. You muſt pleaſe to» Z— 
Alx. Oh, Fortune! Fortune! This is #00 es 

Zamor is DEAD: and T'am only 'Carrrve! 

Why do'ft Thou weep ? — What has a Spaniard's Tears 

To do, with Woes, which none but Spaniardt caust ? 

come: If to Death thou lead ſt me,*rwill be kind. 

Ther only, Weakneb 2 can Rig ind 
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— 
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Alz. WL. — 4 1— - Anſwer, ye dumb Deſtroyers? 
Ye Wretches who provoke, yet mock at, Heaven : 

And, when you mean to murder, ſay, you judge 

Why does your brutal Silence leave my Soul 
Fluttring, twixt Hope and Fear, in torturing Doubt? 
Why am I not inform d, of Zamor's Fate? 

They will not ſpeak : no Matter. — She, who hopes 
To hear no Goes. why wou'd ſhe Hear, at all? 
The Conduct of theſe watchful Mutes is ſtrange 
They ſeize me, guard me, and confine me, here; 
Yet anſwer nothing, but with Looks of Hate 
Chancing, but now, to ſigh my Zamor's Name, 
Ev'n Theſe low Monſters, ſtruck with Spaniſh Envy, 
Started, turn'd pale; and trembled, at the Sound! 
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Alas! — my Father, too ? 

Ezm. To what dark Depth 
Of fad Deſpair haſt thou reduc'd us all? 
See, ow, the Fruits of thy unliſt ning Love 
Even in the Inſtant, while, with growing Hope, 
We pleaded, earneſt, for the Life of Zamor ; 
While we yet hung, on the half-granted Prayer : 
An ent'ring Soldier drew our Notice toward him. 
*T'\vas Zamor ! — dreadful, in a borrow'd Dreſs ! 
At once, he hurl'd his furious EYEs, amongſt us, 
And his more furious PERsON.— Scarce I ſaw, 
So rapid was his Motion, that his Hand 


Held 
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Held a drawn Sword To enter — reach — * 

And, Lyon-like, ſpring to the Breaſt of Carius; Ur 
Th' Aßfauli, de Wound, the Death, was, all, One Abd 
Out guſh'd your Husband's Blood, to ſtain your Fazber';-— 
As if *rwou'd lend me Blaſbes, for a Daughter a T 
— Zamor, mean While, the dreadful Action dne, 


Soft ning to ſudden Calmneſs, at the Feet [is 1 
Of fad Alvarez fell: and, to bis Hand, WISE. 
Reſign'd the Sword, which his Son's Blood made bake. 
The Father ſtarted into backing Terror! 
The Murd'rer daſh'd his Boſom to the Ground, Weng 
I but reveng'd (he cry'd) my Wrongs, and Shame ! 
I but My Duty knew, — Know Tow your own. 
Nature your Motive, and Oppreſſion mine. 1 D OW 1 
He ſaid no more: — but, proſtrate, hoy'd his Doom. | 
Th afflicted Father ſunk upon my Boſom ; 
The filent Night grew frightful, with our Cries. 
From every Side at once, in broke the Swarms m: 
A Flow of fruitleſs Help ſurrounded Carla; ; 
To ſtop th' our-welling Blood, and hold back Life, ] 
— But what moſt ſhakes me, tho” tis 20/d-thee, laſt, 
Is— that They think Thee guilty of his Dearh; — 0 
And, inſolently Loud, demand Thy own. 
Alx. Ah! — can you —— 

, Ezm, No. IMPossIBLE. I cannot. 5 | 
I know thy Heart too well, to wrong thee, ſo. | | 
I know thee too, too capable of Weakneſs ; 

But ot of purpos'd Blood. — I ſaw this Danger. 

But, Thy own Eyes, even on the Brink of F ate, 

Were blinded by thy Love ;— and thou art fallen! 

— Thy Husband murder d, by thy Lover's Hand, - 7 

The council that accuſes, will condemn thee : 

And ignominious Death becomes thy Doom. 

I came, to warn thee, and prepare thy Spirit. | 

Now, haſt' ning back, try every Hope, for Pardon, wit, 
4 Or, failing to redeem thee, ſhare thy Death. 


— 
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Alx. My Pardon — Pardon, at theſe Wretches Hands! 
The Prince my Father ſtoop his Prayer to THEM !! 
Drarb, if it hides me from That Thought, is Rapture. 
— Ah ! Sir, live on hope ſtill ſome happier Day; 60 
To pay back all theſe Pangs, — and bleſs Peru. A 
Wait That due Day, — and love the loſt Alira 
"Tis all the Prayer ſhe makes, and all, ſhe _ ; 

I pity dying Carlos; for, I find 10 
His Fate too crue/: and I mourn it, "FOR 
Thro Fear, He has deſerv'd it. — As for Zamor, 

Whoſe Raſhneſs has reveng d a Country's Wrongs, 
Urg'd by too keen Remembrance of bis own, 
I neither cenſure, nor-excuſe, his Decd : 
T wou'd have ſtaid him: but, He ruſs d.1 to die; 
And tis not in my Choice, to live, without him. 
Ezm. Shed thy wiſh'd my wo All-powerful Heaven! f 
| [ Exit. 
Alx. [ alone] My weeping Father card on n to 
ſave me. | 
J will not task the Grace of Heavn, hk 3 7 
Loet me no longer be, — and I'm not uretebed. 
'Th' Almighty Chriſtian Power, that knows me innocent, - 
Exacts (they ſay) Long Life, in fx d Diſtreſs; 
And ſuffers not the Brave to ſhorten Wo. 
If ſo, the Gods once mine, were leſs ſevere 
Why ſhou'd the Wretch who hopes not, ſtruggle on, 
Thro viewleſs Lengths of circling Miſeries, 
And dread the Hand of Death, that points to Refuge / 
Sure ! Chriffiens,., in this Tale, hehe their God. | 
His conqu'ring Favourites, whome He arms with Thunder, 
Can They have Right, from HI, to waſte the World, 


To drive whole Millions into Deaths cold Arms; | 
And, ſhall not I, for Safety, claim that Power, 

Which He permits to Them, for Martial Rage ? 

— Ah | — Zamor comes ! Tex lead him out, to die 


Enter , 
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Enter ZA Mo x, in Chains : Guarded by Spaniards. 


Zam. Kind, in their purpos d iuſalt, they have brought me 
Where my expiring Soul ſhall mix, with Thine. | 
Yes, my Alzira, we are doom'd, together. 

Their black Tribunal has condemn'd- us, Beth: 

But Carlos is not dead: Taar wounds me deepeſt. 
Carlos ſurvives, to boaſt ſhort Triumph Oer us: * 
And dies ſo ſlowly, that our Fate comes, firſt. - 

— Yet, He MvsT die: my Hand not err'd ſo far, 
But he muſt die: and, when he ves, my Soul 
Shall ſnatch th expected Moment, hovering, watchful, 
And hunt him, in Revenge, from Star, to Star. 

Pious Alvarez, mournful, comes, behind, 

Charg'd with our bloody Sentence, ſign d, in Council, 
That Murder may be ſanctify d, by Form. 
My only Grief is, — that Thou dieſt, for Mx. 

Alx. That, That, ſhou'd leave thy Grief without a Cauſe» 

Since I am thus below, to die with Zamor, _ 

Is Happineſs, #»-hop'd ! — bleſs, bleſs my Fate; 

For this ſole Blow, that cov/d have broke my Chain. 

Think, that This Period of ſuppos'd Diſtreſs, | 

This Moment, that wnites us, tho”, in Death, 

Is the firſt Time, my Love was free from be. 

The ſmiling Fate reffores me to myſelf : 

And I can give a Heart, now, all, my own. 

If there's a Cauſe for Tears, ALVAREZ claims? em: 

I, while he ſpeaks oux Doom, ſhall feel, but His. 
Zam. See! where the Mourner comes! and wuechs his 

Errand. 


> Hall 


— 


Enter ALVAREZ. 
Alz. Which, of us Three, does Fortune, moſt, Diſtreſs ? 
What an Aſſemblage ours, of mingled Woes ! 
Zam. Since Heaven will have it fo, that, from Thy Tongue, 


I ſhou'd receive Death's Summons, let it come : 
H Twill 
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"Twill haye ane Power to pleaſe, —for, I ſhall HEAR, thee. 
Do not, then, pity; but condemn me boldly ;" ; 
And, if thy Heart, tho”. Spaniſh, bends, beneath it, 
Think, thou but doom'ſt.an unſubmitting Sv ; 
Who killa thy Son — becauſe, unlike his Father. 
But, what has poor Alxira done, againſt thee ? 
Why muſt /be die, in whome a People lives? 
In whome, alone, glows That collected Sou, N 
3 in paſt Ages, brighten'd 40/0 Pera“! 
Is Innocence a Crime, where \Spaziards judge? 
Known, and aſſum d by us, for all thy Vi Fang, 
The jealous Envy of thy Land re. claims thee ; 
And crops thy Indian Growth, to creep like Spain. 
Alz. Wond'rous old Vi tue obſtinately tina 
Thou, ſengl/ Fuſt, amidſt a Race of Thieves 
Twere to be baſe as They are, cou d I ſtoop. 
To deprecate a Vengeance duely Thine. | 
For thy Sens Blood, be mine thy willing. Sacrifice. . 
All I require, is — but Eſcape from Slander, ; 
From poor Suſpicion of a Guilt I ſcorn. + 
Carlos, tho” hated, was a hated Husband : 
Whence, even my Hatred ow'd his Life Defence, 
He was Alvarez Son, too; and, as ſuch, . _. 
Calld for That Rev'rence, which Himſelf deſerwd not. 
As for thy Nation, let em praiſe, or blame. me, 
Thy Witneſs only can be worth my Claim. 
As for my Death, tis Foy, to die, with Zamor : 
And all the Paix I ſuffer, — is, for THREE. 
Atv. Words will have Way: Or Grief, ſuppreſs'd i in vain, 
Wou'd burſt its Paſſage, with th' out- Tuſbing Soul, 
Wheſe Sorrows ever match'd this mingled Scene 
Of Tenderneſs, with Horror! — my Son's Murderer 
Is Zamor ! — He, who guarded me, from Murder, 
Is, alſo, ZaMoR | Hold That Image, faſt, - 
Afflicted Nature | — LIFE, anwiſh'd, by me, 
Is due, to Zamar: young, n untryd 5 ock! 
In 


f ER'AGEDY 57 


In Hope's falſe Failings, Life might make Him 
My Taſte of Time is GONE.: and Life, to me, - 
Is but an Evening's Walk, in Rain, and Darkneſs. 
Father I am (at leaſt, I was, a Father: 

But, every Father, firſt, was form'd, a Man. 
And, ſpite of Nature's Call, that cries for Vengeanee, 
The. Voice of Gratitude. mult ill be heard. 

Oh! Thau, {0 late my Daughter Thou! whore, jet 
Spite of thele Tears, I call by That lov'd Name! 
Miſtake not my «Purſuit. — I cannot taſte 
Thoſe horrible Relief, that riſe, from Blaod. 

It ſhocks me, thro} a Soul, that feels, for Three; 
Hard Stroke of, Juſtice | thus, to. laſe, at once, 
My Daughter, my Deliverer, and my Son. 

The Council, with miſguided. View: to ſoorb me, 

Ill choſe my Tongue, to tell their dreadful Will. 
True, I ceceiy'd. the Charge: for, I had weigh di 1 
Twere not impoſſible, perhaps, to lene you: 

Zamor might make it Eaſy. | 3 

Zam. Can I do it? a La 
Can Zamor ſave Alzira ? — Quickly tell me, 

How ? — By what Length of Torments? and, tis done. 

Alu. Caſt: off thy Idol Gods: and be a Chriſtian. . 
That ſingle Change reverſes all our Fates. 

Kind to the courted Souls of Pagan Converts, ...:  » 
We have à Law, remits their Bodys Doom. 
This latent Law, by Heaven's peculiar. Mercy, 
Points out a Road, and gives à Right, to PARDON. , 

Religion can diſarm a Chriftiay's Anger. I 

Thy Blood, becomes a Brother's, ſo converted, 
And with a 4ving Son, repays a Dead. . 

Prevented Vengeance, ſeix d in her Deſcent, 

So reſts, ſuſpended, and forgets to fall. 

From thy new Faith, Alxira draws new Life; 
And, Both are happy here, and fav'd, bereafter. . 
Why art thou ſilent ?- Is the Task ſo bard, 

H 2 . 


. 
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To add Eterna! Life, to Life, below ? 
Speat,.— from thy Choice, determine my Relief, 
Fain wou'd-T owe thee ye? 4 ſecond Being. 
Yes, —to reſtore the Life Thou robÞft me of, 
A Childleſs Father wiſhes Tyr to live. 
Alzira 1s a Chriſtian : be Thou ſo. 

Tis all the Recompence, my Wrongs will urge. 

Zam. [70 rang, Shall ue, thou faireſt, nobleſt, Boaſt of 

Beauty 5 
Shall we, ſo far, indulge our Fear to die ? 
Shall the Souls Baſeneſs bid the Body ve ? 
Shall Zamor's Gods bow to the Gods of Carlos ? 
Why wou'd Alvarez bend me, down, to Shame ? 
Why wou'd He, thus, become the Spirit's Tyrant? 

Into how ſtrange a Snare am TI impelld! - 
Either Alzira dies, or lives, to ſcorn me 
Tell me,. When Fortune gave Thee to my Power, 
Had I, at ſuch a Purchaſe, held thy Life, 
Tell me, with honeſt Truth, Wow'd'ſt Thou have bought it? 

Alv. I ſhou'd have prayd the Power, I now implore, 
To widen, for His Truth, a Heart like Thine : 
Dark as it is, yet, worthy to be Chriſtian. 

Zam. [ro Alz.) Death has no Pain, but what I feel for 

Thee. «7 

Life has no Power to Shin, but what Thou givſt it. 
THrov, then, that art my Soul, vouchſafe to guide it. 
But, think ! --- remember, ere thou bid'ſt me chuſe ! 
Tis on * Matter, of more Weight than Life; 
Tis on a Subject, that concerns my Goals : 
And, All thoſe Gods, in One, my dear Al. ZIx A 
I truſt it to thy Honour, - Spezk, --- and fix me. 
If thou conceiv/ſt it Shame, thou will diſdain it. 

Alz. Then, hear me, Zamor. — My unhappy Father 
Diſposd my willing Heart, twixt Heaven, and Thee. 
The God, He choſe, was mine : --- Thou ay 65 perhaps, 
Accuſe it, as che Weakneſs of x Fwy Youth': th 


But 
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But, tas not ſo. My Soul, enlarg d, and clear, 

Took in the ſolemn Light of Chriſtian Truth. 

I faw, --- at leaſt, I thought I ſaw, Conviction. 

And, when my Lips abjur'd my Country's Gods, 

My ſecret Heart confirm'd the Change, within. 

But, had I wanted that directive Zeal, 

Had I renounced my Gods, yet ſtill behev'd em; 
That --- had not been an Error, but a Crime : 

That had been mocking Heaven's whole Hoſt, at once; 3. 
The Powers I quitted, and the Power I choſe. 

A Change like That, had err'd, beyond the Tongue ; 
And taught the ſilent, ſervile Soul, to lie. 

I cou'd have wiſh'd, that Heaven had lent thee Light, 
But fince It did not, - let thy Virtue guide thee. 

Zam. I knew thy gen'rous Choice, before I heard it. 
Who, that can die with Thee, wou'd ſhun ſuch Death, 
And live, to his own Infamy ? --- Net Zamor. | 

Alv. Inhuman Slighters of yourſelves, and me ! 
Whome Honour renders blind, and Virtue cruel! 

[ 4 dead March] 
Harb! the Time preſſes. — Theſe are Sounds of Sorrow. 1 


Enter Don ALoN%o, followd by a mix'd Crowd, e- 
Spaniards, and Americans, mournful. 


Alon. We bring, obedient to his /aft Command, 
Our dying Captain, your unhappy Son, 
Who lives no longer, than to reach your Boſom. 
A furious Crowd of his lamenting Friends 


Preſs, to attend him, and revenge his Blood. 


Enter Don CARLOS: brought in by Spaniſh. Soldiers, 
and ſurrounded by 'a Number of Followers, ſome N 
home advance, to ſeize ALZ IRA. 

Zam. ¶ Interpoſing ] Wretches ! keep Diſtance. --- Lee 
. Alzira live : 
Mine was the ſingle Guile, — be mine the Vengeance. 
Ar. 
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Alz. Be feaſted, ꝓe officious Hounds of Pine: 
Guiltleſs or Guilty, tis my; Choice, to die. 

Atv. My, Son! my dying Son this dent 3 Fo: 1 
This Look, ſpeaks for theę, and forbids all Hope. 

Zam. [fo P. Car. e Laſt then, thou maintain'ſi 

thy Hate? x 
Come --- ſee me Gr. 1 mark my Eye: and ſcorn me, 
It my expiring Soul confeſſes Fear. 
Look and be taught, at leaſt, to die - — - by Laber. 

D. cat [#0, Zam. JI have no Time, to copy out thy Virtues: 
Bur, there are ſome of mine, I come. to zeach thee. 
Ibo d, in Life, have given thy Pride Example : 5 
Take it (too late) in Death: and mark it, well. 

. [To Atv.) Sir, my departing Spirit ſtaid its Journey, 
Firſt, till my, Eyes might leaye their Beams in Yours ; 
And their. dim Lights expire; amidſt your. Bleſſing. 

Next, what you taught me, tis my Task to ſhow, 

And die, the Son of your paternal Virtue. 

--- Eager in Life's warm Race, I never fopp'd 

To, look behind me, and review my Way. 

But; at the Gole, before I judg'd it near, 

I ſtart, --- and recollect forgotten Slidings. 

On the Grave is ſerious Verge, I turn,+—- * ſee 
Humanity oppteſs d, to cheriſh Pride: 

Heaven has reveng d the Earth : --- and Hevn is juſt ! 
Cou'd my own Blood but expiate what I ed, 5 
All, my raſh Sword has drawn, from ſutk ring Innocence, 
I ſhou'd lie down. in Duſt, — and reſt i in Peace. 

Cheated by proſp rous Fortune, Death deals plainly; gu 
But --- have learnt to live, when Life 3 me. | 
Safe, and” forgiven, he the Hand I tall by, 

Power is, yet, mine: and It abſolves my Murder. 
Live, my proud Enemy: z and live; in Freedom. 
Live, -- and obſerwe, tho Chriſtians oft act ill, 
They muſt forgive Ill Actions, in Another. 


—E . my Friend and you, ye friendleſs Indians ! 
Sub- 
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Subjects, not Slaves! be rurd, henceforth, by Law. bf 
Be grateful to my Pity, tho? *twas late, " 
And teach your Country's Kings, to fear n ler. 

--- Rival, learn, hence," the Diff'rence, twixt our 0. 
Thine have infpir'd thee. to purſue Revenge : — 
But, mine, when That Revenge had reach'd my Life, 
Command me to eſteem, and give thee Pardon. 

Alv. Virtues like Theſe, my Son, ſecure thy Peace: 5 
But double the Diſtreſs of us, who loſe thee. " 329 V4 
Al. Of all the painful Wonders thou haſt caus'd me, 
This Change, this Language, will afflict me, moſt! = 

Zam. Die, ſoon, or LIVE FOR EVER. --- Tf thou, wy 
Go'ſt on, to charm my Amger” into Envy, 
I ſhall repent, I was not born, a Chriſtian, 
And hate the Fuſtice, that compelld my Blow! 

D. Car. I will go farther, yet ;-—T will not leave thee, 
Till I have ſofren'd Envy, into Friendſhip. 
--- Mournful Alzira has been too unhappy : 
Lov'd, to Diſtreſs, and married to Misfortune ! 
I wou'd do ſomething, to atone her Wrongs : 
And, with a ſofter Senſe,” imprint her Pity. 
Take her, --- and owe her, to the Hand ſhe hates. 
Live, and remember me, without a Curſe. 
Reſume loſt Empire, o'er your conquer'd States: 
Be Friends, to Spain: nor Enemies, to ne. 
ro Alv.]--Vouchfafe ” Claim, Sir, to This. Son, this Daughter : 
And be; both Father, and Protector, too. 
May Heaven, and you, be kind ! and They be —- Chriſtians [ 

Zam. | ſtand immoveable,— confus d! — aſtoniſh'd ! 

If Theſe are Chriſtian Virtues, I am Chriſtian. *: '+ al 
The Faith, that can inſpire this gen'rous Change, 
Muſt be Divine,--- and glows with all its God 
-— Friendſhip, and Conſtancy, and Right, and Pity, 
All Theſe, were Leſſons, I had learnt, before. 
Bur, This anni ral Grandeur of the Soul 
Is more than mortal: and out- reaches Virtue. 


| It 
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It draws,--- It charms, --- It binds me, to be Chriſtian. 
It bids me bluſb, at my remember'd Raſbneſs : 
Curſe my Revenge, and pay thee all my Love. 
| [ Throws himſelf at his Feet. 
Alz. A Widew'd Wife, bluſhing to be thus late, 
In her Acknowledgment of tender Pity ; 
Low, at your injur'd Feet, with proſtrate Heart, 
[ Kneels with Zamor. 
Weeps your untimely Death : and thanks your Goodneſs. 
-— Torn, by contending Paſſions, I want Power 
To ſpeak, a thouſand Truths, I ſee you merit : 
But, honour, and confeſs, --- your Greatneſs, wrong d. 
D. Car. Weep not, Alzira.--- I forgive, again. 
—-For the /aſt Time, my Father] lend your Boſom. 
Live, to be bleſ#d ! — and make Alira ſo ! 
Remember, Zamor, — that a Chriſtian--- Oh! [Dies. 
Alv. [to Exm.] I ſee the Hand of Heaven, in our Mif- 
fortune. 
But, Fuſtice ſtrikes : and Suff rers muſt ſubmir. 
Woes are Good Counſellors : and, kindly, ſhow, 
What proſp'rous Error never lets us know. 


AP 34 


END off the TRacepy. 


